


PRICE 25 CENTS. 
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WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT, 
327 Broadway, New York, 


Is to-day, as it ever 
has been, the Lead- 
ing Typewriter. 
Carefully tested 
improvements are 


constantly added to 





this famous machine. 


Send for an Illustrated Catalogue, and Price List of 


our “ Paragon” Typewriter Ribbons. 








ILLUSTRATED Work. - CATALOGUE Work. 


FLESS & RIDGE PRINTING Go. 


PRINTERS, 


ELECTROTYPERS anv BINDERS, 


110 anv 112 FIFTH AVE., 


NEW YORK CITY. 


MERCANTILE Work. Book Work. 








WHEN YOU TRAVEL 








It is always policy to take the quickest and most 
comfortable route. The popularity of the New York 
Central and Hudson River Railroad with experienced 
travelers is due to the fact that it possesses a Perfect 
Roadbed, Four Tracks (an advantage afforded by no 
other railroad in the world), Easy Curves, Light 
Grades, Magnificent Scenery, and Superb Equipment. 

It has become almost a matter of course with 
persons visiting the metropolis to take the New York 
Central, as that is the only Trunk Line running its 
trains into the City of New York,—its passenger 
terminus, Grand Central Station, being located in the 
very centre of the city, convenient to all the principal 
hotels. 

It will pay you to bear these facts in mind, and on 


your next trip take the New York Central, and 


TRAVEL COMFORTABLY. 








—— If You Value GOOD HEALTH 
USE THEA-NECTAR. 


Thea-Nectar 


| is the Tea of all Teas. 
@y7Z| None to equal it has 
ges yet been discovered. 

#1 It is absolutely the 
iy Finest and Purest Tea 
y Imported. If you use 
one package of it, we 
guarantee you will use no other. It is 
Pure, Healthy, Economical, Good Body, 
Excellent Flavor, Sure to Please. Suits 
all Tastes. One pound of it will go fur- 
ther than three pounds of cheap trash, It 
is packed in ONE Pounp Handsome Air- 
Tight Trade-Mark Caddies, decorated in 
the most artistic style of Lithographic Art. 
These Caddies preserve the Rich, Deli- 
cate and Aromatic Flaver until used. We 
are the Sole Importers of this Celebrated 
Chop—Thea-Nectar. No table complete 
without our Four Great Specialties, Thea- 
Nectar, A & P Baking Powder, A & P 
Condensed Milk and Eight O’Clock Break- 
fast Coffee. If you want a cup of Deli- 
cious Coffee use A & P Condensed Milk. 


The Great Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company, 
IMPORTERS AND PACKERS, 


35 & 37 VESEY. STREET, NEW YORK. 
: =teROO STORES. —— 
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Is Printed with NUBIAN g MUND ULLMAN, 536 & 538 Pearl St., 
BLACK Ink, furnished by NEW YORK. 
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THE POEMS AND STORIES BY WELL-KNOWN WRITERS. 
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THE JUDGE PUBLISHING COMPANY. 
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THE UNWILLING BRIDE AND THE ACCOMMODATING DROMEDARY. 


A CASE OF TIMELY VICE VERSA, 








‘ bn 
Mrs. ABDALLAH—‘‘ Not much I won't. I an’t climbin’ steeples to-day ” 












Mrs. ABDALLAH—‘‘ Keep right on, Sakir, dear. 1 could ride forever.” 





AN ANSWER. 
(To the author of * Lines on Finding an Old Portrait.’’) 


(CaRELESSLY glancing through 
JuDGE’s bright pages, 











LINES ON FINDING AN OLD PORTRAIT. 


ERE'SS an old photograph, 
Creased up and tumbled, 
Calls up the summer we passed at the shore, Dawned on my vision a fair maiden’s face. 
Funny how quickly the Long have I sought her— 


Seasons get jumbled ; 






My heart ever rages 


Seems only yesterday. Lord ! whata bore. Since I first saw her that day at the race. 






















4 Ss r t rac 
Strange how a man can be Yes, I acknowledge ‘twas 


Love at first meeting. 


Alas, I knew neither her name nor address, 


Glamoured, and led by 
Chance to believe that he’s deeply in love, € 


I'm bravely cured And dared not, a stranger, 


And my heart is not fed by NX 


Emotion on looking at portrait above. 7" 


Offend her by greeting, 
Nor touch the fair hand which you scorn 
to press. 





Good-bye, the summer girl ! . Alas, to my sorrow my 


Hail to the winter! Heart knows no turning, 


Seasons change often, why shouldn't the girls? m ae ; 38) Summer and winter I’ve loved her, you see, 
Back into trunk again J Oh, hard-hearted monster ! if 
I've got another, You have no yearning, 
Perhaps we'll renew when the spring-time unfurls. “ Tell me her name and leave some show for me. 
J- 5. € Cc. Ww. C 
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bgt —— AT THE MUSICALE. 
AERES haa 
LitTLE Datsy—‘‘ Is that man going to sing, mamma ?”’ 


Mrs, FALserF—‘‘S-sh, dear! yes. It’s Professor Von Woggleski.” 
LiTtLeE Daisy—“‘ It’s so warm here, I should think he'd like to take off his furs before he begins.” 








THE ADVANTAGE OF FACIAL EXTENSIVENESS. 


Joe MeELick (after the cave in)—‘‘ Th’ byes may not be along fer an 
hour, Tim, an’ we may’s well tek it aisy. Me pipe wint out in th’ gravel, Tim CroucH—“‘ Oi hov.” 
Hov yez a light?" 
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A WRONG APPLICATION. 


MR. FLAREOUT (coming down-stairs on his birthday morning)—‘‘ They're daisies, 
Clara, an’ it was very thoughtful of you. They fit like gloves.” 
Mrs. FLarEout—*‘ Why, William, I made those for car-muffs.” 


LOVE’S EXCUSE. 


Y merry maid, restrain thy mirth, 
Be serious with me; . 
One tender sigh hath greater worth 
Than all thy frolic glee. 
“ Ah, me, I see!” the maiden cried, 
“You'd have me weep when at your side.” 


Not so, my love, I tell thee nay ; 
I love each mood of thine! 

But what these stammering lips would say 
‘Weighs down this heart of mine. 





To hear from you such heavy news.” 





THE SHRINE OF HIS DEVOTION. 


Mr. ALLGoopD (fo Mrs. Malaprop, as her nephew leaves the room)—‘* Your 
nephew seems to be very fond of music?” 

Mrs. MALAPROP—‘‘ Yes; especially religious music. He is a constant 
visitor to the Archbishop’s Ca-ca—Casino on Fifth avenue.” 





ANNUAL, 
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“Ha, ha!” she laughed, “I would not choos 
’ gs ’ 
; Thy heart commands my mirth or tears.” 


A. T. WORDEN, 
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CONTAGIOUS ELEGANCE. 


Mrs. GARRITY—“‘ Pfwhat divil’s machine have yez on th’ tebble, Dinnis?” 
Mr. GARRITY—“‘ I’m afther r’adin’ thot it’s all th’ shtyle now fer th’ upper 
tin t’ bur-rn th’ candle at both inds av it,” 


But Cupid’s bow oft bringeth pain 
While-Dian roams for sport ; 

Ill fares the heart that pleads in vain, 
Its love laughed out of court. 

But still she said, with laughing face, 

‘** Love should have had a stronger case.” 


Then soft she whispered in my ear, 
“Why chide me for a word so gay? 
For I am merry with you near 
And sad with you away. 
Alas, my love! through all the years 





OUTLAWED HONESTY. 


Rev. MR. PHREETERS (who has surprised one of his parishioners)—‘' Mistah 
Lufferly, I’se 'fraid yo’ doan’ know whad d’ bes’ policy am.” 
Mr. LuFFERLY—** Deed I does, sah ! deed I does! 
d’ pike, runs de squar’est joint in d’ town.” 


Ole Unc’l Hascom, down on 
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JUDGE'S 


THE MASSAGE, FIEND. 


When one of the most frequent bor- 
rowers of my pecuniary effects met me on 
the street the other day and casually re- 
marked that I was becoming thin, I for- 
gave him all his expansive weakness, and 
tell upon his neck and wept. Ever since 
I gave up the debasing habit of existing 
under the adverse circumstances and ab- 
ject frugalities of the boarding-house 
regime, I have been slowly but surely 
growing fat. There is a happy medium 
in the extending of the vest-front, but no 
man has yet been able to mark the par- 
ticular boundary line existing between 
comely portliness and uncomfortable 
personal rotundity. The elongation of 
the pants-buckle strap and the insertion 
of geometrical darts in the ulterior area 
of the vest, may possibly relieve the 

strain, but it will not retard or abridge 
the growth. I had arrived at that stage of development when 
it was necessary for me to go down stairs backward, edge side- 





ways into a street-car, and fasten my napkin to the front button | 





of my trousers 
instead of my 
collar. The 
climax of my 
absurd position 
was reached 
when a_ hack- 
driver hitched 
}. an extra horse 
y ‘to his vehicle 
and charged me 
double fare. I 
would shave 
kicked then, but 
' [dared not trust 
my immense 
mountain of 
adipose tissue 
to one leg. 
Hence I was 
finally prevailed 
upon to try the 
much-mooted 
and widely-ad- 
vertised mas- 
sage treatment. 
I sent for a 
noted professor 
of massage 


om 
as 





AN IMPEDIMENT TO SPORT. 
Mr. FLy (who has taken a header.)—‘“‘ Bad luck to 


that hair-restorer, anyway! It’s spoiled our slide.” 


manipulation 
and tenderly 





placed into his hands three hundred and ninety- 
two pounds of human woe and weal. I cautioned 
him to proceed slowly and géntly. I was fearful 
of the result, for I had heard that their people 
often grew fat while under the treatment. 
Any more fat in my case would have made 
me a fit subject for the lunatic asylum or 
the soap-boilers’ kettle. The professor began 


soothing me down with a fine-tooth comb.  4j/ Wy, 
The sensation was pleasant, and I rather liked ls 
it. But I didn’t lose a single pound in two Yn Yaw 
days. I told the massage fellow that he might //\ 


try something a little more stern. He got a { 
coarse-toothed stable curry-comb, and I lost five 
pounds within five hours. The step of retro- 
grade had been reached. The next time the 
man raked me down with an iron garden-rake. 
After that followed a two-hour go-as-you-please 
up and down my person with a lawn-mower. 
In three months I was able to get into my 
eldest boy’s pants. I settled with my massage 
professor and have been a well and happy man 
ever since. I now weigh eighty-nine pounds, 


H, S, KELLER. 


SOME TALK IS EXPENSIVE. 


“ Oh, talk is cheap.” 
“Is it! I guess you never paid a lawyer for 
pleading your case.” 


ANNUAL. 
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IN HER DRESSING-ROOM. 
CARMENCHEATER—“‘ Carambo! what iss it ?” 
FLorist’s Boy (ix the basket)—‘* Th’ boss told me t’ stick by th’ roses till 


they was paid for, lady, an’ I was afraid th’ dude that sent 'm was tryin’ t’ gimme 
the slip.” ‘ 
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THAT EXPLAINED IT. 


Two old friends were playing dominoes in a saloon and chat- 
ting in the intervals of the game. 

“Yes, our Susan is an excellent servant ; in fact she must have 
been littke short of perfection itself, seeing that she’s lived six 
years with my wife.” 

“But you've lived with her a good deal longer than that.” 

“True; but then you know I’m never at home.” 





TO BE EXPECTED. 


The conversation turned on blind people who had been cured 
after long years of darkness. 

“Well,” volunteered Jones, “I once had an aunt who remained 
sightless until the advanced age of seventy-seven.” 

“ And then?” asked some one. 

“Why, then she died,” replied Jones simply. 





PEOPLE READ ABOUT. 


“ Who are the brilliantly-dressed military men on the opposite 
side of the room ?” she asked at the ball. 

“Those are some of our glittering generalities,” replied her 
editorial escort. 
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AN OPTICAL ILLUSION. 


Old Younger has struck a pensive attitude, 
with the hope of interesting the lady on his left. 

LirTtLE Tommy—‘“‘ Why don’t that man eat 
his tomato instead of smelling it, mamma?” 





Mrs. OseDIAH—‘‘ A letter from my darling Willie ! 


JUDGE'S 


wan 
ee 


HIS HOME-COMING. 


How his bright 


little face beamed with a noble resolve to stand between me and the cruel 


world, when he started on that whaling-voyage 
and long to see him!” 
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AN IMPRESSION. 


Ah! she is a giddy charmer, 
On this point make no mistake, 
And she vowed a deep impression 
On dear Adolph’s heart to make. 


So her smile was most bewitching 
As beside him down she sat, 
And she made a great impression, 
But she made it on his hat. 
FRANK B, BRANDT, 





RUNNING VERSUS STRIKING. 


A traveler having to call at a hotel 
on a rainy day left his umbrella in 
the rack with the following, written 
on a card, pinned to it: 


“This umbrella belongs to an ath- . 


letic gentleman who has taken lessons 
of Sullivan. Will return in ten min- 
utes.” ; 

~ On coming out he found his “ um- 
bril” had disappeared, but near the 
place where he had left it he found a 
card with the following interesting 
bit of information : 

“ This card was left by a pedestrian 
who can get over the ground at the 
rate of ten miles an hour. Will not 
return.” 





four years ago. How I long 


TOO BAD. 


In an 
shop. 

“What lovely china! It 
is very old, is’nt it?” 

“No, madam; it’s quite 
modern.” 

“How sad! And it’s so 
pretty.” 


old curiosity— 





PROGRESS. 


‘“‘There’s nothing like 
a western town for pro- 
gress,” remarked Trotter. 
“Yes,” said Talbot. “I 
saw an instance of it while 
in Colorado. A man was 


given ten hours to leave 
the town and he took just 
five minutes.” 
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WILLIE (a month later)\—‘‘ Well, ole lady, how goes it? Clear decks fer der 
live stock I’s brought yer. Der’s two flamingos an’ a baby sea-cow outside.” 





COURT ETIQUETTE. 
(FOR THE BENEFIT OF THOSE WHO ARE ABROAD THIS SEASON.) 


For Men. 


When you back out of the royal presence, be careful not to 
trip and fall. If the queen gives you her hand to kiss, do not 
offer to wish her rings on. Make no allusion to her crown, no 
matter if it is crooked. 

Do not address the queen in Indian, for she cannot understand 
it, even if she is empress of India. 

If the queen asks after the president, reply that he is well. 
This is one of the court rules. 

Do not attempt to get up a flirtation with any of the maids of 
honor. 

It is not considered polite to whistle “ John Brown’s Body ” 
while you are waiting to be presented. 

Never say “ Halloa” to a prince, for they are generally too 
stuck-up to notice you, and it is only a waste of breath. 

If a duchess happens to drop a rose from her bouquet and you 
pick it up, do not offer to return it. Smuggle it out of sight and 
keep it as a memento. 

It is the proper thing to go in uniform if you have one, but 





ALL BUSINESS. 


Miss DEL ORME—‘‘ Don’t look at them. It’s a pity to break in on his proposal.” 
PARDINGTON—“‘ ‘ Proposal’ is extremely good. Why, that’s young Junkins, the wholesale druggist’s son, explain- 
ing the advantages of a chest-protector he has just invented.” 









































So 








BONHOMIE. 





UNcLE HENLEY (who has been introduced to the duchess of Socmock, and is slaggered for something to say)—‘‘ Proud ter see yer. How ’d yer leave his nibs, 


th’ d-d-drake ?” 


last year’s campaign uniform is not exactly the thing r 


to wear. ili HW }| 


Be sure to ask after the Battenberg baby. Such de- 
licate allusions will please the queen. 

Do not offer to exchange photographs 
with the queen. You can buy her majes- 
ty’s portrait at any store for a shilling. 

When asking the lord high chamberlain 
for an introduction, always accompany 
your request with a stamp for reply. 

If you have read any of the queen’s 
books, never mention the fact to the 
family. They are rather sensitive on 
that point. i 

Do not whisper to the Prince ™ Hl 
of Wales that you saw some lar- Pre 
ger wales than he while on the 
ocean. 

Lastly—Be sure that you see 
all the American correspondents 
after you have been presented, 
and acquaint them with the fact. 
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ELVIRA’S WEDDING PRESENT. ||) \ | 


“T’m lookin’ for suthin’ nice \\\| 
in the way of weddin’ presents,” 
remarked Mrs. Timothy Seed to 
a gentlemanly clerk in an art 
store. “ Yes, madam,” replied 
that functionary briskly; “is 
there any particular line of goods you 
would like to see?” 

“T think I'll look at some statutes. I 
read in the last fumber of the Farmer's A “X 
Friend that figures made fust-rate wed- \y AA i 
din’ presents—no, now, mebbe it wasthenum- ~ \ \4 CH 
ber before the last. You saw it, didn’t you?” “Mm Wa 

“No; I didn’t see it. I do not read that x fi Fe 
paper,” the clerk replied rather curtly. ; TERSE. 

“What! not read the Farmer's Friend? 1 
don’t see how you can get along without it! 
We can't! Why, it was in the Farmer's Friend 


















“SASif[toe— 


Mrs, ENTERNOU (as Enternou comes in 
carly, Christmas morning)—‘‘Well, William!” 
WILLIAM (¢hickiy)—‘* No, madam; ill.” 


that I found that receipt for makin’ ginger—cakes 
that Timothy’s so powerful fond of. Timothy, that’s 
my husband. We’ve be’n married seventeen year 
come Christmas—no, let me see, I act’ly b’leeve it’s 
only sixteen” 

“Excuse my interruption, madam, but here’s a 
group of statuary suitable for a wedding present.” 

“Wall, now, that zs somethin’ pretty, isn’t it? 
You’re sure there would be nothin’ out o’ place in 

them figgers?”’ 
“Certainly not, madam.” 

| “T want to be sure, you know. It’s my 
second-cousin Alviry as is goin’ to be mar- 
ried, an’ her beau is Professor Ammi- 
down, what teaches school in Bean- 
ville. He knows what’s what an’ so 
does Alviry, an’ I wouldn’t for the 
world give ’em anythin’ that isn’t 
stylish an’ fashionable an’ jes’ so. 
N] You know what I mean?” 

inl Theclerk knew,and he staked 
| his professional reputation that 
the group before them could 
not be criticized by the most 
fastidious critic or stickler for 
the forms and usages of fash- 
ionable life. 

““What’s the price of them 
figgers ?” asked Mrs. Timothy 
Seed. 

“That is fifteen dollars, ma- 
dam, and cheap at the price.” 

“Oh. dear! as much as that? 
Why, statutes come high, don’t 
they?” 

“That is not dear, madam, 
for so fine a work of art.” 

“Oh, here’s a statute that’s cheaper, I 
reckon;” and Mrs. Timothy Seed pointed to 
a Venus of Milo. ‘‘Is’pose, now, you’d make 
a big reduction on that on account of having 
her arm broke off, and then she hasn’t got any 
clothes on either. Clothes is so awful dear! 
























’M looking for that kind of man 
That advertisers use 

With cuts of ‘‘ Canticurly soap ” 
And Bing’s four-dollar shoes.” 






And oft my bosom thrills 
At sight of youth on “‘ Bicycles,” 
Or taking ‘‘ Bunchem’s pills.” 
















Why, Timothy paid fourteen dollars in good money 
for a suit o’ clothes last spring; and would you be- 
lieve it, this dress-pattern I’ve got oncost four dol- 
lars and twenty-five cents, and then I had to buy 
buttons an’ fixin’s for it besides. How much 
‘did you say you’d let this damaged figger go 
for?” 

“That is sculptured in marble, madam, and its 
price is four hundred and fifty dollars.” 

“Four hundred and fifty dollars!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Timothy Seed, in amazement; “an’ jes’ one 
figger with no clothes on and an arm broke off it, 
too!” 

“ That is the price.” 

“Well, Alviry don’t get no statooary from me. 
I'll go an’ buy her an eighty-cent pickle-castor or 


work her a piller-sham.” WM. H, SIVITER, 


———— he 
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THE DISCOMFITURE OF A COLLECTOR.—1. 


AuNT SARAH—“‘ I'll be with you in a moment, girls, 
lichen to put around the edge of my herbarium.” 


PERPLEXITY. 


General Sherman was looking into a show-window. 
Out comes the proprietor and says, “ How do you do, 
general?” 

“Very well, sir; but I don’t remember you.” 

“‘ General,” says the proprietor, as the general told it, 
“T made your shirts.” 

“Ah,” said the general, “I am happy to meet you.” 

Then comes up an old friend of the general and in- 
troduces the two. “General, let me make you ac- 
quainted with Major Shurtz.” 

“Ah!” said the general, with a new light to his ears 
and understanding. 





TRIUMPHANT OVER DEATH. 


An Israelite, being refused admission to the realms of 
bliss, did not lose his commercial instincts through dis- 
appointment. He did a thriving*business with those 
condemned to pass to the left, by means of this alluring 
sign: “ Misfit wings at half rates.” 


JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


WHERE IS THAT MAN? 


‘‘Hope for the bald” has pierced my heart, 


Alas! the fellows that I meet, 
They wabble when they walk, 

They have no chins and oh, they look 
So silly when they talk! 

Their coats are padded and their necks 
Are slender as their canes; 

While those grand fellows in those cuts 
Look noble and have brains, 


I want to gather a little bit of this 






The youth that wears ‘‘ The nobby suit ” 
Still haunts me, night and day, 

While ‘* Heavy whiskers in three weeks" 
Drives all my sleep awzy, 

‘* Lawn-tennis coats ” all summer long 
Was with me, in my dreams. 

“* An easy shave” with peachy cheek 
Still o’er my pathway gleams. 


I want to find that kind of man, 
So handsome, brave and fair; 

Erect and stalwart, and with legs 
That match and make a pair. 

With arms that have some muscle and 
With hands that look so strong. 

If I could find that kind of man, 
I'd not be single long, 


Dear advertisers, let me know 
The model that you use, 

And I will buy your facial soap 
Or bicycle or shoes, 

He may be wealthy or be poor, 
With cheek of peach or tan, 

But I would like for once to see 


And meet a real man. GERTIE SANDRINGHAM. 




















































STARTING OUT ON A SMALL SCALE, 





REVERSING NATURE'S LAWS. 


The conversation had turned on an old beau, who by 
the aid of cosmetics and other artifices seemed to grow 
a little younger every year. 

“ You will see,” said some one, “ how he will succeed 
iy) | in hiding the ravages of time.” 

i “And finally die of extreme youth,” added another 
speaker. 





A SAFE STATEMENT. 


In a police-court. 
| “How many times have you been sentenced before, 
| prisoner?” 
| “T don’t ’zackly ’member, yer honor, but I’m sure the 
last time was over five years ago.” 
“ How so?” 
| ““*Cause, yer honor, I hain’t been outer jail since.” 





A SAFE HYPOTHESIS. 
A gentleman, to Jones, who opens the door at a friend’s 
house: 
“Has Mr. Jenkins gone out yet?” 
“T don’t think so; he died this morning.” 
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ROAMING PEABODY—“‘ You gimme ten dollars or put that fur back where you got it. See?’ 


— 
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NOT EXACTLY AN EXPERT AT BIL- 
LIARDS, 


But the champion of the three-ball game. 








PROTECTION. 
Mr. HorkKeEr (who runs toears a trifle)—‘‘ What 
are you kids a crowdin’ up agin me like that for ?” 
GAMINS (in chorus)—‘‘ So's ter keep dry, boss!” 





“*I say, Bill, wot makes you go ‘round with that 
there barrel over yer ’ed ?” 
**T’se got ter do it. The gals foller me so I'se 


obliged ter disguise myself.” 














JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


VERY LIKELY. 


CHARITABLE OLD LADY (¢o Gittle beggar-girl)—‘‘ There’s 
some bread for you. It’s a day or two old, but you can tell 
your mother to take three or four fresh eggs, a quart of milk, a 
cup of sugar, some good butter, and half a grated nutmeg, 
and she can make a very excellent pudding of it.” 








AT DALY’S. 
CHorus—“‘ Down in front !” 
PINDLEY—“‘ I pawsitively believe, Beytha, that those rude 


people are making fun of my new mustache.” 
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TRYING TO PULL THROUGH. 











NO HASTE ABOUT IT. 


Mrs. CANKER—“‘ It’s the same old story with us, 
‘ Marry in haste and repent at leisure.’ ” 

Miss BrRIGHTLY—‘‘ Why, my dear, if I remember 
your wedding costume rightly, it must have taken 
you half a day to dress.” 








MORE THAN 


HE COULD STAND. 

DONNELLY (in the ditch)—‘‘Oi've woorked beside 
Oyetolians an’ Hingarians an’ aven nagurs; but, 
begor ! if a felly wid a face loike yours is comin’ in 
th’ trinch, Oi gets out !” 






LAUNDRY 





THE ASIATIC COLLAR-ER. 




















A JAPANESE VERSION. 


ISHMAY hata litti lam. 
Hisflisa whita snow. 

Anteffi wherzat Tishmay oent 
Zelam heshu tiggo. 






Hifflo dher tushcul onda 
Ittwa saccanst zerul 

Itt mad zechildrenz lafa pla 
Tushee zelama schul. 


Antso zetetcher turnim oet 
Butstil hel ingar nea 

Antwaty pazen tlya bout 
Til Tishmay dida pear. 


Wha makal am lof Tishmay soe 
Zegar childrens kry 

Cos Tishmay lofa lamyno 
Zetetcher didre pli. 


HE MIGHT KNOW FIGURES. 


‘‘Well, Sammy,” said the schoolmaster to the son of a 
patron not renowned forsobriety, suppose your father has 
in his cellar three barrels of whisky containing about 
thirty gallons each. If he consumed two quarts a day— 
a large average—how long would it take him to use up 
the entire three barrels ?” 

“ A month, sir.” 

“A month? Oh, Tommy, Tommy! it’s very clear to 
see that you don’t know arithmetic yet.” 

“And you don’t know my papa.” 
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5. ‘* Murderin’ flames !” 6. ‘* But this is retribution !” 


NOTHING WHEN YOU ARE 
USED TO IT. 

“Yes, it seems hard to hang 
four men at once, but the Ohio 
law is more severe. I tell you 
it is pretty tough to wake a man 
up at two o’clock in the morn- 
ing and take him out and hang 
him,” - 

“Oh, they get used to it.” 

“Who get used to it?” 

“Why, the men that wake’ em 


up. 

“ Now let good digestion wait 
on appetite,” murmured the goat 
as he chewed the last erotic novel. g. ‘* Wonder what it was.” 


JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 





A WARNING 'THAT WAS AMPLE. 


Mrs, Coon—“‘ For pity’s sake lie still, children! Here comes the man who's wearing 
your father.” 


AN INTERNAL DISAGREEMENT. 








. ‘* Guess I'll go home.” 


7. ‘* W-w-water !” 8. ‘‘ Ah-a-a-a-a!” 


DIED WITH HIS MOUTH 
OPEN. 

Found on a tombstone in a 
cemetery near a neighboring 
city : 

“ Here lies the body of Gentle- 
man Jack Smith, who was for 
over thirty years the efficient 
and honored treasurer of the 
Park avenue theatre. These, 
his dying words, will always be 
remembered: ‘ This ticket’s n. 


g.’ ” 

“Beware of the dog” should 
be painted in large letters so that 
he who reads may run. 
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—don’d pull him off!” 
Mrs. HEIMBETTER—‘‘ Vy nod?” 





Ponies: aol 
EXPENSIVE AGONY. 
HEIMBETTER— “' Sufferin’ Isaac, how dot hurts, Naomi! 


HEeIMBETTER—“‘ Dey vos vort’ a dollar a dozen in Nye Yorick.” 
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They say I got my name because somehow an extra jack 

Was mixed in some proceedings of the family euchre 
pack ; 

And since I’m lucky when I have a flower on my clothes, 

The ‘‘ bouquet” spot was dealt because I always sport a 
rose. 


In summer, when the fragrant mint stands on the cherry 
bar, 

I hang around the big hotels dissecting a cigar ; 

And when my luck is low and I’m negotiating loans, 

I hit the faro deck or else I buck the hazard bones. 


At times I bank and watch the fakirs run against a snag 

When I have twirled the marble—that is, dropped the start- 
ing flag. 

While I hold up the wall, the ball goes quietly to bed, 

And then I rake the chippies in or size up on the red. 


You often hear me call the odds within the betting ring, 

And cash the winning tickets which the lone insiders 
bring. 

Why do I ante every time I see a beggar’s face ? 

Well, I recover on the queen or pile up on the ace. 


In ’49, when I was just a kid at Blazing Star, 

I slung the drinks for Jackass Jim behind his silver bar. 

There wasn’t one in all the camp who didn’t down his 
brakes 

When I swung looseand really tried to give a cuss the 
snakes, 
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BOUND TO SHINE. 





BOUQUET JACK. 










One night a stranger blew in camp and walked about the town 
Until he struck the “‘ silver bar” and slumped his pizen down, 
And then, says he, a-eyeing me, ‘‘ My’boy I’ve got a game 
That’s wandered from its parentage an’ has no reg’ lar name. 


** This here is the Episcopal and this the Baptist camp ; 
Here’s what we'll call the Methodist ; while here, without 


a lamp 

To guide his steps, a sinner stands. Now I'll bet you the 
drinks 

That though he blows into a camp, it ain’t the camp you 
thinks.” 


I staked my shirt at last when I had dropped my gun and 
dust, 

For I'd bucked up against his deal until I’d gone and bust. 

But what does that fly stranger do, but hand me out his tools 

And show me how to work the game and rope my fellow 
mules, 


Without a cent and minus clothes I walked around until 
I ran against a beggar’s child alongside Euchre hill ; 
A bag o’ dust beside her lay while she, in slumber deep, 
Slept only as the children and the angels ever sleep. 


I swiped the dust, I sprung the game ; I called the turns 
on mains 

Till Jackass Jim spoilt prairie grass by blowing out his 
brains. 

And that is why I never show a beggar’s brace my back— 

Because a beggar dropped the tin that made me Bouquet 
Jack. DEWITT STERRY. 
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HAY, 


BARNUM'S HARLEQUIN (who has been requested to remember himself at Lord Hoodood’s dinner, but for whom the excitement proved too much)—‘‘ Here's ter th’ 


IT RAISED HIS SPIRITS. 


Miss DEPeyster—“ Did you notice how brilliantly 
the organist‘played the wedding march at Sallie’s 
wedding?” 

Miss BREWSTER—“ Yes; it seemed to me as if he 
put his whole soul into it. 
joiced at the size of his fee.” 

Miss DEPEysTER—“ That wasn’t it ; he had secured 
a divorce that morning.” 


He must have been re- 





A REDEEMING QUALITY. 


Witp WEsTERNER—“‘In your last paper you re- 
ferred to me as a horse-thief, a murderer, and a liar.” 

Epitor—“ Well, what was there wrong about that ?” 

WILp WESTERNER—“I don’t see why you want to 
blast a man’s reputation with a statement like that. 
I may be, as you claim, a horse-thief and a murderer, 
but, thank heaven, sir, I am no liar?” 





FORCE OF HABIT. 


— + He—“ I saw Claude M—-~— with his wife at the 
play last night, and he acted like she was his sweet- 
But don’d pull him of heart. Something new for him, ain't it?” 


SHe—“ Well, I should think so. 
is his typewriter now,” 





But, you see, she 

















AMERICAN NOBLES. 


“T think it’s so strange that you 
don’t have titles in this country, 
doncher know,” said an English 
traveler to a native passenger with 
whom he had scraped acquaintance 
on the limited. 

“No titles?” exclaimed 
American. “Why, we've 
7em.”” 

“T mean dukes, baronets earls, 
lords and the like,” explained the 
man from the old country. 

“That’s what I mean. We've 
got the whole outfit over here, ex- 
cept perhaps a king or two, for of 
course I don’t count iron kings, 
petroleum kings and the like. But 
we've the genuine nobility all the 
same.” 

“You surprise me! I had been 
led to suppose otherwise , that re- 
publican simplicity banished all 
titles of nobility.” 

“ You’ve been imposed upon, my 
dear friend, by what you have read 
in the newspapers. Of course you 
know that the president’s title is 
‘his excellency.’” 

“Yes; I’d heard that.” 

“And that aldermen of the city 
of New York bear the title of grand 
autocrat, which is, I believe, a 
grade or two higher than anything 
you have in England.” 

“T hadn’t heard of that.” 

“Then, sir, you have much to 
learn. Besides these exalted dig- 
nitaries, the lower orders of the 
nobility are too numerous to men- 
tion. I may add that I was talking 
to the duke of New Jersey only a 
little while before I got on the 
train.” 

The Englishman opened his eyes 


the 
got 


Miss GRUMPER (in the window)—‘‘ Just look at that horrid Mrs. 


Atchison, Louise. I always thought that ulster was trimmed with cat- 
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A BEREFT FAMILY. 


skin, and now I'm sure of it. 


THE SHORT STORY OF AN UN-RESPONDED-TO REQUEST. 





JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 
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wide, took out a memorandum- 
book and a pencil, and said : 

“T must put that down.” 

“Yes; his grace was talking to 
Lord Baltimore” 

“Well, now,” interrupted the 
Englishman. “that title has a 
familiar sound after all.” 

** Doubtless you remember hear- 
ing of the nobleman who settled 
Maryland and conferred his name 
upon the town which afterward 
became the chief city of the state?” 

“ Ah, yes ; that was it.” 

“Well, the present Lord Balti- 
more is the sixth of the line.” 

“Ah!” 

“Why, Baron Leeflard of Chica- 
go is on this very train. His 
eldest brother is Lord Milwaukee, 
and his lordship married the eldest 
daughter of the duke of Leadville.” 

The native paused while the 
visitor made a few entries in his 
note-book, and then he resumed. 

“But we needn’t go so far for 
scions of the American nobility. 
Behold one in me!” 

“ And what is your title?” asked 
the Englishman, moistening his 
pencil. 

“T am the grand duke of Sque- 
dunk.” 

And as the Englishman recorded 
this important announcement ir: 
his note-book, the grand duke of 
Pe rater went forward to smoke 

“twofer.” 





WM. H. SIVITER, 


HE MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Diner—“ Do you know, sir, that 
this bird is out of season?” 

WalITtER—“ Well, fix it for your- 
self. There’s the pepper and salt.” 








CALLAHAN — “‘ The _lasht 
gone, an’ me dryer than a bone.’ 


_ drop 







— ‘ Phwh—p-p——ph ”—— 


MrRs. 
t’ th’ darg, Jerry! 
over t’ shnake wan o’ Deasey’s hins.”” 


—*‘‘ Phwhus!” 


CALLAHAN — ‘‘ Phwhustle 
He do be runnin’ 





CALLAHAN—‘‘ Come back here, 


yez tarrier ! 


—*‘‘ S-s-s-sle-ph ! 


Ph Se 








ig Phwhustle fer him yuresilf ! 
Me mout’ is too dhry !!’ 
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SOUND ADVICE. [ “a © /, HE FOLLOWED INSTRUCTIONS. 
* I’m terribly embarrassed ; my eldest son ; if IRATE wirE—“ John Hawkins, you were 
is just nineteen and I haven’t the slightest | ~ 2 Fa brought home on a shutter again last night. 


I want you to understand that this is to be 
the last time.” 

Joun Hawkins—“ Yes, Matilda.” 

ss = The next evening he made the boys pro- 


idea what I shall make of him.” A; 
“Doesn't he show an inclination for any >> 
e 





particular vocation?” 
“Well, he seems fond of traveling—going 





























about, you know.” V4) oa mise to take him home in a wheelbarrow, 
“I’ve got it; make him a—a "— as his wife objected to shutters. 
“A what?” ‘ ——— 
“ Why, a bank cashier.” AIA 5 IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WORSE. 
- . > rama | | “Great heavens, William!” cried Mrs. 
> aie atop F—7 | + Joolbocks, rushing into her husband’s libra- 
ACCORDING TO GUNTER. bee f 4’ ' ba ry with uplifted hands, “ robbers have been 


in the house and carried off all my diamonds, 
silverware, gold watches, and—and ” 
“ Did they take the hundred pounds of 
ice I had sent home last night ?” 
“No; but they” 
“Then, thank heaven, they have left us 
our most valuable possession! I have 


A traveler is about leaving a hotel. 

“Well, landlord, here’s a pretty how-d’ye- 
do; you go and charge me two dollars and 
a half for a bed, when you know very well 
that the house was so full I had to sleep on . 
the billiard table.” A FRAGMENT. 

“Well, sir; please look at our rules 




















: ‘* We are followed,” timidly whispered Angelina. enough money in bank to buy more dia- 
posted up on the wall there—' Use of ‘*Do not fear,” said Antony Cicero; monds, silver-plate, and gold watches.” 
billiard-table twenty-five cents an hour. ‘nothing but death shall part us.” J. H. WILLIAMS. 
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DETECTED IN CRIME. 


>. 
LirrLeE FAUNTLEROY BILLINGS (as papa comes in)—‘‘ Why didn’t you leave it, so we could see how it looks ?”’ 
His sisTER—‘‘ Leave what, Faunty ?”’ 
LitTLE FAUNTLEROY—‘‘ Why, Mr. Luken’s mustache. I peeped in through the curtain, an’ saw him tryin’ it on yer.”’ 


* DISINHERITED. 


Lawyer—“ You are one of the 
heirs contesting this will ?” 

Witness—“ I am.” 

LawyeER—“ One of the provisions 
of the will says that any heir who 
contests it shall receive nothing.” 

Witrness—“ Yes; but we have 
one gate left open by which to enter 
into the property.” 

Lawyer—“ Humph! You are 
joking. What gate is that?” 

Witness—“ The surrogate.” 

LawverR—“ The witness is disin- 
herited.” 


AN OVERWORKED LECTURER. 


“ Doctor,” said his patient, “I 
am suffering from nervous prostra- 
tion—feel as weak as a cat—and | 
wish you would give me something 
to brace me up, Ihave an engage- 
ment to lecture to-morrow night.” 

“Your system is badly run down, 
but I think I can fix you all right. 
By the way, what is the subject of 
your lecture ?” 

“* How to get strong and to stay 


so. 


A DULL WIT. 


, ; i “Is Hawkins a bright student?” 
A broiled quail on toast is worth “Naw; he couldn’t pass an ex- 


a dozen in the bush, HIS FIRST PANTS. amination in the college yell.” 




















NATURE, 


my shop out-doors on 


== count of my lungs; likewise 
— I can move without notifying 


F the landlord. Umbrellas 


England 
out of fashion—they 
through several 
‘reigns.’” The small 


and he 





can’t keep ’em up after the snap is gone. They are like 
friends, forgotten in sunny weather and looked after in 
storms. When you look around on these fragments, you 
will see that a repaired umbrella is like a speculator—built 
up on the misfortunes of others; likewise suggestive of 
divorce bekase if anything happens, it is so easy to get 
another rib; and the reason umbrellas is so high in the 
fall of the year is bekase everybody puts em up in wet 
weather. This umbrella on which I have been laborin’ is 
now like William Waldorf Astor.” 

“Why so?” asked the small boy. 

“Bekase it is pretty well fixed,” said he of the solder- 
ing-iron. 

“ Anything else ?” asked the small boy superciliously. 

“Yes; fifteen cents; and if you have any cold chicken 
up at the house, I will wait for you to bring itdown. Don’t 
wait to warm it. So long, sonny.” 


A. T. WORDEN, 





A HEART BOWED DOWN. 


“’Tis my love’s button,” she murmurs, as she picks up 
a pearl shirt-button from the square of oil-cloth in the hall 
where she and Alpheus Alfiero had just been standing, 
bidding each other a don’t-you-let-go-first “ good-night.” 
She turns it over and over caressingly ; then her tender 
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A SOCIETY PROBLEM. 


FIRST OLD SEA-CAPTAIN—“‘ That's the belle of the room. She outstrips all the rest.” 
SECOND OLD SEA-CAPTAIN—“‘ Joye! you are right. And the others carry more canvas too.” 


JUDGE'S ANNUAL. 


UMBRELLAS AND HUMAN 


He was a ruddy old man 
of much out-door experience. 
He remarked to the small 
boy who brought him an 
umbrella to mend, “I have 


human natur’ is very curi’s. 
They are the only thing in 
that never goes 


boy looked astonished, / QW 


couraged men; you Ss 
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Monday-bluing eyes fill with a divine seven-by-nine pity. “What 
a shame for such a dear good boy not to have any one to 
sew his buttons on properly! I wonder if I can’t tell him in 
some way that will be perfectly maidenly and sweetly bashful 
that I sew papa’s on every week, and that I shall be so happy 
when the dear but seemingly so distant time comes for me to 
sew on all of his?” 

The sweet girl gurgles and blushes next evening as they sit 
in one crowded corner of the roomy old know-all-about-it-been- 
there-before sofa. Finally she draws forth her dainty, shining 
treasure; then, with dimples and frowns alternating on her 
lovely Rozonnii complexion, she pushes it into her pocket again 
as if afraid that its three good eyes and one laundry-battered 
one might stare her out of countenance. 

“T’s got sumfin o’ yours.” 


ac- 


and 


last 















ig 
‘ 
Ih 





~“ 
if 
( Fo pre oS , 
IML be weft) im 
9 Wie \) 
° iy 
ql BP 


i Dy 
{ | bi Q 










* 


ASSERTING HIS RIGHTS. 
DrIvER—“‘ Get out of th’ way, there!” 
Mr. Nussins (of Three mile River)—‘‘ Not much I won't! I wanter go up t’ Cintral 
Park t’ see the elephants ; an’ my money’s as good’s ennybody’s on a Broadway stage.” 


“Yes; I know you has, pettie, 
for I lost it a long time ago.” 

“Oh, no; you lost it just last 
“night,” in a voice of triumph; and 
now boldness conquers, and she 
holds it out on her little pink palm, 
fragrant with costly manicure pow- 
der. ‘“I—TI likes to keep it, ’cause 
it’s yours, you know, and when—I 
mean—if we—that is—lI’ll sew this 
on the very first one I ever do for 
you, if it hasn’t got but three good 
eyes.” 

And he—cruel, heartless slave 
to facts!—instead of answering 
tenderly, “Yes, dearie, how nice 
that will be,” laughs long and loud, 
as he says, with the brutal frankness 
that some realistic idiot calls “sin- 
cerity of soul,” I saw that as I came 
in night before last ; Ihaven’t worn 
a shirt-button in nine years, and 
there isn’t thread enough on earth 


to make me.” 
ARISTINE ANDERSON, 





NO DOUBT OF IT. 

“You would never believe it, 
my dear Mr. Simpkins,” remarked 
a homely old flirt, “ but when I was 
young, I was really positively ugly.” 

“My dear madam,” replied 


Simpkins, with the air of a man 
paying a compliment, “I can the 
more readily credit your statement 
since you have so admirably pre- 
served all your youthful attrac- 
tions.” 













teeth ; 


‘* Certainly I will,” said he. 


** Tell me what you wished,” said she. 

‘* That you might my darling be 

Thro’ all sorrow, strife and care— 

My existence you might share. : 

Was your wish like that at all ? 
‘No ;” she answered, ‘* you might call 

Mine a vain one. It was this: 
That I yet may know the bliss 
Of a satin pearl-trimmed dress 
Unexcelled in loveliness.” 


Happy are these wishers two, 
What each wanted has come true 
He has won the damsel fair, 
She the gorgeous gown doth wear. 
A moral has this tale my friend, 
That he who gets the shortest end 
May also get at last what he 
Has wished for most tremendously. 
LEON MEAD. 





A NEGLECTED FEATURE. 


O’REAGAN—“* It’s a ginuine meerscham Oi got f'r me birt'day.” 
CONLAN (who prefers a short one)—‘‘ Sure, yure nose must feel lonesome 
wid it.” 


BREAKUP AS AN ACTOR. 


Matilda Breakup is studying for the stage, but as she wishes 
to surprise her many friends by suddenly dashing out on the 
theatrical horizon as a dramatic star, she keeps very shady about 
it. She has had a new play written expressly for her by a New 
York reporter—the only one in the whole profession who is 
guilty of writing a play. The play is intensely tragic. The 
Duke of something or other loves the Countess of somewhere or 
another, and failing to secure her love, he murders the lady and 
hands in the checks himself. This is the grand scene of the play, 
but having no one to rehearse with, Matilda asked her father to 
read the character of the Duke, and give herthecues. Breakup 
is not au fait at acting. He can perform the act of emptying a 
schooner in a manner to bring down the house, but as an actor 
he is not worth a cent. However, he brushed up a bit, and one 
evening last week—one of those warm nights when the fire was 
uncomfortable, and it was necessary to slightly raise the win- 
dows,—Breakup and his daughter Matilda started in, making 
the front parlor the stage. 

Old Mrs. Blifkins, who lives a few doors down the street, 


JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


THE WISH-BONE. 


HEY were dining—-he and she, 
Chattering incessantly— 

oe When the waiter, old and tried, 

- © Brought them chicken nicely fried, 
** Grand it was to see her wade 

‘ Through her portion with white 


Teeth that cut it like a blade, 
To the wish bone underneath. 


Then, when it was free of meat, 
She in accents soft and sweet 
Whispered, ‘‘ Make a wish with me.” 


Both a moment silent thought, 
Then he on the wish-bone caught. 
Now the tug of war began 
"Tween the damsel and the man, 
Till at last it snapped in twain— 
She had won it, that was plain. 
































































SIMPLY TO EVEN THINGS. 


Count PECCADONNA—“‘ Your daughter vas fall more deebly in lof mit me der 
longer ve vos married.” 

Mr. Dusuque—‘‘ That’s good.” 

CouNT PECCADONNA—“‘ Vell, can’d you maig dot hundert tousan’ a hundert 
an’ twendy-fife ?” 


started out that particular evening to go tothe grocery. Just 
as she was in front of Breakup’s, she heard the old man exclaim, 
in a hoarse voice : 

“Thou hast but three moment’s more of life. With this keen 
blade thy heart’s blood will be poured out as a libation to the 
God of Love.” 

Then she heard Matilda, in a pleading voice cry out: 

“Cruel man; would you let out my young life’s blood ?” 

Without waiting to hear more, Mrs. Blifkins started across the 
street and imparted the cheerfui information to the neighbors 
that Breakup was about to murder his daughter. In just about 
the shaking of the narrative of a spring lamb, there was a crowd 
of persons in front of the Breakup mansion, listening to the tu- 
mult within. 

“Let go your hold!” was heard in Matilda’s voice. 
slave! remove thy coward hand from my throat!” 

And then there came, in Breakup’s deepest bass : 

“Thy doom is sealed! Prepare for instant death!” 

The startled auditors were further rewarded by hearing a 
shrill scream from Matilda ! 

“Help! help! What, ho! Is there no friendly arm to inter- 
pose?” And there was another yell. 

“Some one ought to go for a policeman,” exclaimed young 
Daffytow. “The old man’s killing her;” and as another ear- 
splitting scream resounded from the parlor, he ran to the corner, 

(Continued on page 17.) 
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A DANGER HAPPILY AVERTED. 
Mrs. HocHEIMER—‘‘ Vat a peauti ful childt, Mrs. Cohn ! 
his popper as neffer vas.” 
RS. COHN—“‘ He het a pad fall lasd veek, unt ve vos afrait for seferal days 
he’s nose vas goin’ ter pe straighdt for life.” 


Unt der imich ohf 





















JUDGE’S ANNDAL. 


THE CAPTIVE. 


Love crept with a pitiful droop of the lips 
To my knee, which he pressed with his pink 
finger-tips— 
I turned an indifferent ear to his plea. 
‘*T’m your captive,” moaned he ; 
“*Oh, be gracious to me!” 
And love—helpless love—kissed my hands. 





I looked in his eyes, and I felt a strange thrill 

To find this wild creature a slave to my will. 

An instant—deft fingers had bound hand and knee. 
“*You’re my captive!” cried he ; 
“* Love, be gracious to me!” 

And I—happy I— kissed the bands. 


KATHRINE GROSJEAN, 











SOMETHING IN A NAME. 


FRIEND—“ Why do you call your in- —~ 

stitution ‘The Healthery’ when you PRESSED OUT. 

have so many sick patients?” His GENTLE HELPMATE—“‘ William Julius Musgrave, I understand you have 
Ovack poctor—“ Because I should been contributing to the press on ‘Is marriage a failure?’ Now, what ground did . 


: . , you take?” 
Sicke: get a patient if I called it ‘The MR. MusGRAVE (in a very much mu filed tone)—‘ I-t-t-took th’ b-back-ground !”’ 
icKery. H. G, H.—“ All right, Now get up and brush your hair,” 














and rousing officer O’Flatherty 
from a gentle nap, he informed 
him that there was a first-class 
murder being perpetrated at 
Breakup’s. The policeman made 
a rush for the house, and arrived 
there just as Johanna, the ser- 
vant girl, came out of the base- 
ment door to see what the rum- 
pus outside was about. He 
rushed into the basement and 
up to the floor just as another 
scream was heard. He threw 
open the parlor door and stood 
on the threshold horrified. The 
ordinarily peaceful Breakup 
stood in the centre of the room 
with his left hand coiled around 
Matilda’s tresses, while in the 
other he flourished a large bread- 
knife. 

“Now, then, to complete my 
work,” yelled Breakup, “this to 
thy heart!” 

Officer O’Flatherty didn’t wait 
to hear more. He made a dash 
for Breakup, and the next instant 
the old man was engaged in the 
astronomical amusement of see- 
ing stars. “ Rub-a-dub” went 
the officer’s club on poor Break- 
up’s head, He yelled “murder!” 





MR. EDISON’S LATEST. 


EXEMPT FLOOR-WALKER—“‘ This is better than the old scheme, Maria, 
even if I do have to watch the key-board,” 


— ann r0ns —— 


UTILIZATION. 


FOREMAN OF DAILY PAPER—“‘ This cut of ‘ Before using Higgin’s salve’ is flattened out 


so it won’t print.” 


Eprror—‘‘ Run it in on the first page and mark it ‘Mrs. Langtry in the dark’ ; we've got 


to fill space to-day, anyhow.” 





and Matilda joined in the chorus 
by screaming “ murder !” also. 

After having been clubbed 
into a state of almost absolute 
unconsciousness, Breakup was 
dragged to the street by the 
officer, and thence to the station- 
house, the crowd yelling lustily, 
“ Hang the old villain! Lynch 
the murderer of his child !” 

At the station-house all was 
explained to the satisfaction of 
the sergeant, and Breakup went 
home to bed, and sent for a 
surgeon. He thinks he will be 
able to be about again in about 
two weeks, but he has vowed a 
solemn vow never to try thea- 
tricals again, 
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HIS TITLE. 


Bossy—‘ Pa, what do they 
call a man who has two wives?” 
Pa—“ A bigamist, Bobby.” 

Bossy—“Pa, suppose he has 
more than two wives; what is 
he then?” 

Pa—“*A blamed fool! Now 
don’t bother me with any more 
questions.” 





A CHANGED MAN. 


SHE—“ How changed Mr. Banks is. He is so moody 
and dreamy, and he used to pride himself on being so 
practical and business-like and couldn’t tolerate any- 
body who wasn’t.” 

Hre—“ Yes. He wrote and proposed to a young 
lady the other day on his office-paper and she declined 
him on a postal-card.” 


HIS QUALIFICATIONS. 


STRANGER (¢o hotel-proprietor)—‘‘ Have you a vacancy 
among your waiters?” 

HorTeEL-PROPRIETOR—“ Well, I don’t know. I sup- 
pose I might make a place for a man of fine address like 
you. Have you ever had any experience in waiting?” 

STRANGER—“ Well, I should say so. I waited thir- 
teen years to marry a girl, and last weék she married 
another fellow.” 





THE STYLE HAS CHANGED. 


STRANGER—“ Why don’t you continue your game 
of ball?” . 

SMALL Boy—“ Johnny Jones has run home with the 
catcher’s mask, and they ain’t a bustle in the neighbor- 
hood.” 







JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


FOUR VIEWS OF UNCLE POTHWAITE’S EDUCATED EARS. 
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Normal. Listening for the dinner-horn. 

















AN EXCESS OF POWER. 
Mrs. StremBLY—‘‘ Cynthy, yo’ gre’t big lazy nussance ! why doan’ yo’ CyNTHIA—“‘ Saiks alive! I clean (d/as-s-st /) fergot, mammy.” 
blow dat yer fiah ?” 
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P TIME TO STOP. 


TOAST-MASTER—*‘ Gentlemen, allow me to propose the health of the ladies. Waiter, fill Mr. Brimsoe’s glass,” 
WaltTer—‘‘ Axin’ your pardon, I think I'd better not, sir. For th’ last tin minutes he’s been tryin’ to light a piece of 
maccaroni, thinkin’ it’s a cigarette, sir.” 








AND THIS IS FAME, 


There may have been a happy time 
When fame attended art; 

When airy grace with charms of face 
And figure stole the heart. 


The trump of fame sent forth the name 
Of her whose willowy form 

And flying feet with rapture sweet 
Could make the pulses warm. 


The ballet queens were maids of means, 
And no dramatic star 

Was valued more, could higher soar— 
But now look where we are! 


Who blames us for high-kicking now?— 
But, what avail regrets? 

They steal our pose in shortest clothes 
To boom ’s cigarettes, 





A. T. WORDEN. 








HASN’T A SELFISH HAIR. 


“ Old Curmudgeon is the meanest, stingiest man in town, and 
isn’ hai his head!” 
yet you say that there isn’t a selfish hair on his head! 
“ Curmudgeon, sir, is entirely bald.” 


THE CHIEF MAGISTRATE OF 
SMITH’S CENTRE. 

Mrs. Tabitha Brown had been 
elected mayor of Smith’s Centre by 
a majority of one hundred and 
three votes over and above her op- 
ponent, Miss Clarinda Robinson, 
and as a natural consequence Mrs. 
Brown was in a state of nervousness 
and joy from the moment the vote 
had been declared until she had 
taken the oath of office. The can- 
vass had been a bitter one, but vic- 
tory was seen clinging to the ban- 
ner of the Brown faction a week 
before the day of election, after 
Miss Clarinda Robinson had been 
completely routed in the debate 
upon “Sprinkling-carts or dust?” 
Miss Robinson had taken the eco- 
nomic or “dust” side, while Mrs. 
Brown, witha due regard for clean- 
liness and clothes, advocated the 
general adoption of sprinkling-carts 
for the village, and had won her 
point. From that time on, the 
Brown following had grown day by 
day, until Mrs. Brown had received 
the overwhelming vote that made 
her mayor of the gentle burgh. 

These events Mrs. Brown re- 
viewed as she sat in the mayor’s 
chair, immediately after taking the 
oath, awaiting some word from the 
city council, ft 
which was then ora 
in session. A 
bill which had 
just passed the 
council was 
brought in bya 
messenger, and 
broke in upon 
her train of 
thought. The 
new mayor 
picked up the 
document and 
read itthrough; 
then she re- 
read it. Her 
signature was 
necessary to 
make the bill a 
law, but to save 


to the Ephesians? ” 
MAmMMA—“‘ Yes, dear.” 





her life she 

could make yy 

nothing of it. ov - \ 
It was some- THE CHICAGO-FAIR PARASOL; 


thing relating A LA EIFFEL TOWER. 





JUDGE’S 





BIBLICAL. 


ELFKEDA—“‘ Wasn’t it St. Paul, mamma, who did so much good to 


ELFREDA—“‘ Is that what makes Minneapolis so awfully jealous?” 





ANNUAL. 





A FUTURE CRESUS. 
ROsENSHEEN—“‘ Mein sohn, you vas tervendy-one to-day, unt I maigs you a 


bresent.” 


IsipoR—“‘ Vell, vat vas it?” 

ROSENSHEEN—‘“‘ I dakes you into bartnerships.” 
IsIDOR—‘‘ Unt you vas goin’ to fail nexd veek?” 
ROSENSHEEN—“‘ I vas.” 


IsipoR (falling on his father’s neck)—‘‘ Fader, dot vas munincend! ” 


to streets and the paving of the 
same, and after reading it for the 
third time, she came to the conclu- 
sion that it must be all right because 
the council had passed it. Mrs. 
Brown picked up a pen and tried it 
nervously. It seemed all right, and 
she dipped it in the ink. 

“A law,” she mused, holding the 
pen aloft, “a law made by my 
name. Shall it be Tabitha Brown 
or Tabitha Oates Brown—which is 
legal?” She wrote both on a sheet 
of paper, and looked at them side- 
ways. The latter looked the best; 
but she had never used her maiden 
name before, and she wondered 
whether she had any right to thrust 
her family thus upon public docu- 
ments. The Revised Statutes which 
she consulted shed no light on the 
subject, and for a few moments she 
sat wrapped inthought. Suddenly 
an inspiration burst upon her; she 
dipped the pen in ink and, opening 
the document, wrote at the bottom 
of the sheet, 

Mrs. John Brown, 
Mayor. 

And the first public act of the 
chief magistrate of Smith’s Centre, 
passed into history bearing the 
name of the timid little grocer who 
at that moment was tying upa 
pound of sugar, little dreaming of 
the fame which was his through the simple signing of a law. 


F. S. M. 





HOW SHOULD HE KNOW? 


“Samuel,” said Mrs. Kickshaw to her husband, “ what species 
of ant is this?” 
“Don’t know,” replied Kickshaw; “I’m not an antiquarian.” 





THE USUAL CUSTOM. 


“ Now we'll see how heavy you are,” said Cumso, as he led 
to the scales the woman who had just been married. 

“Why is that?” asked she. 

“Tt is customary to give the bride a weigh.” 


A NEW USE FOR LINGUISTS. 


Read in a country weekly: 

“Wanted, by a family from the city, a teacher of languages tu 
call twice a week to correct the pronunciation of.a Brazilian 
parrot.” 


“ Let him who merits bear the palm,” said the boy when his 
mother whipped him for playing truant. 
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JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


ERY recently a rumor in a western city rose 
About a dire contagion—one of beauty’s fiercest foes, 
The very name of small-pox sent a shudder through the air 
And kept the doctors busy vaccinating all the fair. 


But the belle of all the city met with good old Doctor Brown 
At the governor’s reception that was given in the town, 
Robed in a gown décolleté, the magnet of all eyes, 

That, like a modern novel, left but little to surmise. 


A DILEMMA. 












‘* Now, doctor,” said the maiden as she smiled up in his face, 
‘* I'd let you vaccinate me, but I cannot find a place; 
I cannot bear that horrid scar upon my arm, you know; 
Can’t you suggest some other way, so that it will not show?” 


The good old doctor took one look and then he blushed and smiled 

And said, ‘‘ Hum—ha; in your case it’s difficult, my child, 

You want it where it won’t be seen,” and then he grinned full wide; 
‘* In that case you will have to put the virus down inside.” 


THE SPORTIVE MONKEY AND THE SLEEPY TOUCAN. 


AN AMAZONIAN TRAGEDY. 





1. THE MONK—“‘ If that isn’t a toboggan- 
slide, I’m a turtle?” 





4. ——"‘‘ Once more for a record!” 


PRACTICALLY ENFORCED. 


Miss Swallow had been all the morning ex- 
plaining by means of various examples the 
process of subtraction; but in spite of her 
faithful endeavor to make the matter under- 
stood by the fourteen distended little brains 
before her, one point remained hopelessly 
dark. 

“My dear children,” finally exclaimed the 
worthy Miss Swallow, in that full contralto 
which never failed to make itself heard in the 
Sunday choir, “it is clear as water. Georgie, 
pay attention! If I take five out of five, what 
will remain?” 

Georgie stared blankly at the questioner, 
and dared not answer. The rest of the class 
were hopelessly entangled, and a few attempt- 
ed to escape the questioner by falling asleep. 
Another teacher might have lost patience; 
not so Miss Swallow. She glanced at her 
watch, and finding it near dinner-time, opened 
her satchel and took therefrom a peach— 
large, luscious, tempting. That excellent 





2. 
that?” 
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7. THE Toucan—‘“ That'll do; I ain’t no 
gymnasium.” 
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-‘* Just keep an eye on me. How’s 


3. ——“‘ Jumping up the hill again is just 
exercise.” 
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6, ——‘ B-r-r-r-r-rgh—wow! ” 


lady was right. «The idiotic expression dis- 
appeared from the faces ia front of her, and 
the eyes sparkled. Mouths were opened ex- 
pectantly; a little tongue smacked. 

Miss Swallow was paring the peach. When 
she had finished it, she proceeded with meas- 
ured solemnity, “Here I have a peach. I 
will divide it into five parts.” 

She did so. 

“Now, I take one;” and she ate it. 

“Two;” and the second followed the first. 

“ Three;” the children looked anxious. 

“Four; ” some of them rose impatiently. 

“Five; ah-h! What is left?” 

“ The stone,” sighed a disappointed, mourn- 
ful chorus. M. G. M, 


There is always some one found to provide 
for idiots and sluggards. 


De man w’ose bruddah was hung nebbah 
fawgits hit. 



































AN ENTRY. 
“* October 4tst. 
‘* EDITOR OF THE ‘ NEW YoRK PLANET,’ 

‘* Sir :—Noting that you have offered prizes 
for the most beautiful infant, I beg to inclose a 
photograph of our little Tommy. Trusting that 
the amount will reach us safely, I am 

‘* Yours respectfully, 
‘*MAMMA.” 


** October 42d. 
‘* EDITOR OF THE ‘ NEW YoRK PLANET,’ 

‘* Sir :—I sent you a photograph of our baby’s 
grandfather by mistake yesterday, but judging 
from the portraits you have already published, | 
am willing to trust to luck in the competition. 

** Yours respectfully, 
‘* MAMMA.” 





A CHICAGO WEDDING. 


“T will.” 

Softly yet distinctly came Birdie 
Gettyfender’s answer to the question 
of the venerable minister, “ Wilt thou 
have this man to be thy wedded hus- 
band ?” 

Softly though the words were 
spoken, they fell with crushing force 
on the heart of F. Longfellow Drest- 
beef, who viewed the proceedings 
from behind a pillar just under the 
gallery. 

Mr. Drestbeef was one of Chicago’s 
rising young business men. He had 
made much money, and the manufac- 
ture of lucre was still in progress. 

He loved the fair Birdie, but his 
hated rival, Mr. Bucephalus Steem- 
rendered, had been ahead of him in 
proposing marriage. As _ Birdie’s 
motto was, “ First come, first served,” 
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NO FREIGHT 


RATES. 
Mr. Haven—‘‘ Gimme a ticket an’ a 
half to Painsville, will yer ?” ay 
AGENT (who fails to see the boy)—* One 
ticket ‘Il carry you, friend. We don’t charge 
by weight.” 





JUDGE'S 


ANNUAL. 





she had said yes to Mr. Steemrendered, even as she 
had now said yes to the minister, 

Birdie knew that Mr. F. Longfellow Drestbeef loved 
her, for he had told her so. Hehad told her this, only 
twenty-four hours later than the period of Mr. Steem- 
rendered’s avowal ; and Birdie had replied: 

“Well, Longie, you are a day late. Had you spo- 
ken yester morn, or even as late as seven p. m., it 
might have been as you wish.” 

“ But you will give me the next chance, won’t you ?” 
asked the young lover impetuously. 

“Yes,” replied Birdie. 

I have said that Birdie was fair. This is no mere 
figure of speech such as is used daily by the society 
reporters. I repeat it, Birdie was fair. 

Why should she not have been? She was young. 
Only twenty-two summers had passed over her head, 
and the man at whose side she stood at the chancel 
was only her sixth husband. 

Four of Mr. Steemrendered’s predecessors were at 
the ceremony, and they to a man, wished him joy. 

The other was dead. 

And now the procession comes down the aisle. 

Young Mr. F. Longfellow Drestbeef keeps his eye 





A CHANGE OF LOCALITY. 


Miss MILTING—‘‘ Did you know that Dick Ravers had moved 
to the Bowery ?” 

Miss DEVON—‘“‘ Impossible !” 

Miss MiLTING—‘‘ He has, though. I asked him for his new 
studio address while we were dancing, and he fished out this card. 
It says ‘Simpson, Bowery, No. 112,347,’ as far as I’ve read.’’* 


on the face of the bride and a sullen frown on his own. 

In the vestibule there are hurried congratulations 
and best wishes, and while four of Birdie’s previous 
husbands are calling down unlimited joy on the bride- 
groom’s head, Mr. Drestbeef approaches the bride with 
hand extended, and says in a low voice: 

“In congratulating you, Mrs. Steemrendered, I must 
beg to remind you that the next ceremony is mine.” 

“Yes, Longie,” replied the happy bride, after con- 
sulting her tablets; “I have your name down next. 
You'll wait six months, won’t you, love?” 

Then the newly-married pair were hurried into a 
carriage and were gone. 





THE WESTERN MODE. 


At Vassar. 

TEACHER IN DEPORTMENT—“ Now, Miss Breezy, sup- 
pose you wanted some butter at the table and nobody 
noticed your want of it, what would you say ?” 

Miss Breezy (of St. Louis)—“ Say? I wouldn’t say 
anything. I’d just get up and get what oleomargarine 
I wanted, and tra-la-la back to my seat. I guess you 
are not up in St. Louis manners.” 
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THE SCION 
Mr. GIRAFFE—‘ He’s 
youngster I ever saw.” 
Mrs, GIRAFFE—‘‘ He doesn’t handsome very 
much, Selim; but just think what a Napoleon 
of cocoanut sprouts he’ll be when he grows up.” 


OF THE FAMILY. 
the ugliest-looking 


TOO CROWDED. 


“ The neighborhood is getting quite 
thickly settled,” remarked one resi- 
dent of ward two hundred and forty- 
five, Chicago, to another. 

“Yas,” replied the latter; “blame 
it! I haven’t been able to shoot a bear 
foraweek, They’re bein’ scared off.” 





FROM THE HEART. 


The manager of a matrimonial 
agency is responsible for the state- 
ment that when he proposes a candi- 
date for the hands of his lady patrons, 
the young girls invariably ask : 

“What’s he like?” 

The widows inquire - 

“What are his business prospects ?” 

While the old maids breathlessly 
ejaculate : 

“Great heavens! quick! Where is 


he?” 





THE REASON WHY. 


“Well, John,” said a gentleman to 
his servant, “I must say that it doesn’t 
take me half the time to dress that it 
does you.” 

“No doubt, sir; no doubt; but 
then, sir, we are not alike, sir; for 
I’ve no valet to help me, sir.” 





There is but little truth in epigrams, 
maxims and aphorisms. 





PURITANICAL PROTECTION. 


Miss MILDRED—‘‘ Why, Auntie, you've 
got the top of your veil right across the mid- 
dle of your eyes!” 

Aunt ReBecca—‘‘I done it a-purpose, 
I'm a-goin’ t’ one of them balleys with your 
Uncle Eben.” 
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A TERRIBLE MISTAKE. 


The Honorable Dingman Plumb 
Had never seen the ballet, 

And I supposed ’twould strike him dumb 
And shock him, naturally. _ 

3ut when the star, with skirts as short 
As Kippling’s late romances, 

Whirled in the air, he gave a snort 
And laughed through all the dances. 


Now ain't the dancer pretty ?” 
‘* But such a blamed mistake,” said he, 
‘* Right here in New York city— 
Why, Tom,” said he, as round he faced 
In sight of all beholders, 
‘* That shoulder-cape is round her waist 


Instid of round her shoulders.” 
A. T. WORDEN, 












Nominative—Jag. 








‘‘ Why, Plumb!” said I, ‘‘restrain your glee. 
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PROGRESSIVE EVOLUTION. 


Possessive—Jig. 




















PRETTY HARD ON THEM BOTH. 


LittLe Kitty (as Babbon and Crumley come in)—‘‘Oh, mamma! Ask his keeper to let him do some of those funny tricks he did in his cage at the park the 
other day.” 


HAMLET LEFT OUT. 


Jones, who is absent-mindedness itself, entered a shoe-store 
the other day and asked the attendant to measure his son and 
heir for a pair of congress gaiters. 

“But where is he, sir ?” asked the shopman. 

“Why, drat the boy!” exclaims Jones, waking up and glanc- 
ing around, “if I haven’t gone and left him to hum!” 





HE WAS NOT AFRAID. 


FARMER’s WIFE—“Aren’t you afraid, my good man, that some 
day you will be killed by the cars, walking as much as you do 
on the track ?” 

Tramp—“ No, mum; I’ve been on the great steel highways 
for fifteen years, and I’ve never been killed yet.” 
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Objective—Jug. 
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Mr. OPppELFLUGER—‘‘ Look at der list: Luther, Goethe, Schiller, unt 
t'ousan’s ohf oders, all immordal pecause dey het not der muscle, but dot chrand 
Cherman head.” 


A BARGAIN. 


OLD Lapy—“I’m looking for 
bargains this morning. Have you 
anything you want to show me?” 
DruG CLERK—“ Yes’m; we’re 
closing out that lot of fly-paper 
cheap to-day.” 


A SLOW AFFAIR. 


JUDGE'S 


THE BRIDE’S THOUGHT. 


‘* Shall I tell you, dear, what I thought of when 
The ring was on and the prayer was said ?” 

(They were safe in their flying carriage then— 
Two lovers just newly wed.) 


‘* Not of the peace that ended fear ; 
Not of the years we hope to know ; 

But I only thought—oh, forgive me, dear— 
Of the man who loved me so—~ 


“Your friend who stood by my bridesmaid’s side 
At the altar’s railing—our chosen two. 

He had longed so dearly to call me bride, 
But, darling, you never knew. 


‘* And I only thought how it seemed to him— 
The offered vows and the glad replies— 
And somehow the lighted church looked dim 

Through the tears that filled my eyes,” 


Then, laughing lightly, thus answered he : 
‘*’Tis very strange how these things occur ; 
Your bridesmaid, dear,* was in love with me, 
But—I never thought of her!” 
MADELINE S. BRIDGES. 





TOO CHEAP. 
CustoMerR—“ How much is that ring?” 


NEW JEWELRY-CLERK—‘“It’s marked 18c. 


Eighteen cents, please.” 





ANNUAL. 


WOMAN’S RULE. 


He was lecturing 
on “Woman's Rule” 
and he asked the ques- 
tion, “How many men 
are there present to- 
night who are run by 
their wives?” 

About three-quar- 
ters of the men stood 
up. 

“And now,” he said, 
“how many are pres- 
ent who are run by 
their wives and who 
are afraid to acknowl- 
edge it?” 

All the rest of the 
men were on their feet 
in an instant.” 





“One good turn de- 
serves another,” as 
the pancake said to 
the griddle. 


PHRENOLOGICAL. 






gHoT |) OMIT 


23 








yy 


AMM 


WISN 


HEN 
Ay" 


JW 














EXPLAINED. 


STREET-BOY (in a very loud whisper)—‘‘ | tell 
yer what I think makes ‘im so thin ; they uses ’im to 
stir the soups an’ puddin’s with.” 





DuCKBERRY—“‘ Here’s a customer, Fritz.” 
OPPELFLUGER—“‘ All righd, I tends to him.” 
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A TRUTH UTTERED. 


Son—‘“ But accidents will hap- 
pen, father, in the best-regulated 
families.” 

FATHER—“ That’s all right, but 
I want you to understand that 
mine is not one of the best-regu- 
lated families.” 


STRUCK IT THE FIRST TIME. 


“ How did you enjoy the ball?” 
was asked of a pretty -senorita in 
Mexico. 

“It was tame; very tame,” she 
replied ? “not at all like we used 
to have.” 

_“To what do you attribute that 
condition of affairs ?” 

““QOh, senor! there were but 
seven men killed during the whole 
evening.” 


DIDN’T LIKE THAT KIND. 
“Why do you object to playing 
in the coast-towns?” was asked of 
an actor in the east. 
“Oh, there are so many light 
houses.” was the reply. 
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A MISUNDERSTANDING. 


Tinc Tonc—‘“ Wantee check ?” 
McGuE (the contractor)—‘' Wantee check! Yez paynut-eyed hay- 
thin! d’ yez t’ink Oi'd be afther drawin’ me check fer th’ phrice av wan 


“ Do you know who her grand- 
father was? Have you ascertained 
anything in regard to her pedigree? 
Those are things you ought to 
know about the woman you are to 
make your wife.” 

“Oh, hang her grandfather !” 

“ My boy, that’s just what they 
did.” 

IMMATERIAL TO HIM. 

Servant— “I’ve been every- 
where, Mr. Smith, and I can’t find 
a single goose.” 

Mr. SmirH—“ Well, I don’t care 
anything about its matrimonial 
condition. Get a married goose, 
then.” 
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A NATURAL CONCLUSION. 


(Scene 1.—A crowded reception. Mr. Talkout and 
a man conversing in corner. Mrs. Talkout on otto- 
man craning her neck to listen.) 


Mr. TALkouT (sage/y)—“ Well, we 
must all expect troubles in married 
life.” 

THE MAN ( provokingly indistinct as to 
articulation) “ Married life—most res- 
pects—abject slavery; why, sir; 
only yesterday—discovered—my wife 
— outrageous conduct — perfectly 
shocked—my own home.” 

Mr. TALKouT (with grave concern)— 
“You don’t tell me so!” 

THE MAN—“ Fact is—and I began 
to suspect—mysterious visitor. My 
wife admitted him—next night and 


next—accused her—and denied the — 


whole thing—shameless manner.” 
Mr. TaLkout—“I am surprised she 
should have the audacity to deny it.” 
THe MAN—“ Point blank, sir. My 
wife, I am sorry to say, is a woman, 
who—runs about with all sorts of 
men—conduct—simply stamps her— 
thoroughly disreputable—made up 
my mind—bear it no longer—this 
morning—ordered her out of the 
house.” 
Mr. Tatkout (compassionately) — 
“ Well, well; what an experience!” 
THE MAN—“——refused to go, sir, 
—broke glasses—I just said to her— 
get out; I said get out!—children 
screamed—sent for a policeman— 
have to appear in court—terrible !” 
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THE DUDE, THE CIGARETTE, AND THE POLE CAT. 








A LABOR TROUBLE IN HARLEM. 
Doosrey—“‘ Tare an’ ‘ouns’! Pfwhat hov yez done ?” 


FITZMURPHY—(who had been overballasted by the hod)—‘‘ Shure, 
Oi’ve shtruck.” 
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(Scene 2.—Mr. and Mrs. Talkout on their home- 
ward way.) 

Mrs. TaLtKout—“ Dear me; I was 
so sorry for that poor man to-night !” 

Mr. TaLKout—“ What poor man?” 

Mrs. TaLtkout—* The man who 
was telling you about his wife. I 
pointed him out to Mrs. Undabreath, 


j and she was so shocked. She says 


every one supposed their marriage 
to be perfectly happy, but when she 
heard how dreadfully his wife had 
been acting, and that the poor fellow 
was obliged to call a policeman” 

Mr. TaLtxout—‘ Good heavens! 
you told that to Mrs. Undabreath, 
the worst gossip and tale-bearer in 
town?” 

Mrs. Tatkout—“I don’t see why I 
shouldn’t. He said it would be in 
court” 

Mr. TaLtkKoutr—“Wretched woman! 
He wasn’t talking of his wife. He 
was telling me about their drunken 
cook.” 








M. S. B. 


TWO’S COMPANY. 


“Papa,” remarked the senator's 
daughter, looking at the clock. 

“What is it, Lou?” asked papa, 
who had lingered in the parlor with 
the young people. 

“It is nine o’clock. At this time 
George and I usually go into execu- 
tive session.” 

Then papa retired. 





Count RoquerortT—‘‘I have ze lamentations zat my fraind ees wounded.” 


PRECAUTION ON THE FIELD. 


Count SARDINE—“ Nevaire! I have ze sainse to lace before ze duel.” 








THE BATTLE OF BULL’S BLUFF. 





A FAMOUS ENGAGEMENT WHICH HISTORY HAS FORGOTTEN—A 
RESURRECTED WAR _ PAPER, 





“It was about the middle of the 
war when the battle of Bull’s Bluff 
was fought, and the people of the 
north were very much excited, con- 
jj, siderably in doubt, and very much 
fy, in earnest.” So said the bald-headed 
4 man with goggles on, reminiscently 
caressing the stubble of his chin 
and smiling a sad smile. 

“Bull’s Bluff, as you know, is 
out in the Black river country. 
It is a popular impression that no 
battle was fought further north than Gettysburg, but I happen 
to know better. We had it hot and heavy at Bull’s Bluff, and 








THE INK WAS NOT INDELIBLE. 





PARDINGTON (at his hotel)—‘‘ It’s won- 
derful what an amount of good a simple wet 
towel will do for a man’s head. I can meet 
old Cashup as straight as a string rw.” 





Fine crisp morning, isn’t it ?” 


the papers were full of it at the time. I lost my hair there; but 
‘perhaps it was just as well, for if it had been left me, it would 
have turned white, though I was quite a young man, and I 
didn’t like white hair at all. 

“T’11 tell you how it was. My paper was a weekly, and it was 
called the Banner. - It didn’t have many subscribers, but there 
are times when the smallest thing in the smallest paper of the very 
smallest circulation makes noise enough to depopulate the ceme- 
teries. I had in one number of the paper some praise of Clem- 
ent L. Vallandigham, a few remarks reflecting on the character 
of Joe Hooker, who was then at the head of the army of the 
Potomac, and a slash or two at Abe Lincoln, and in a variety of 
ways presented the proposition that the south could never be 
subdued. These might have passed, but unfortunately I had at 
the head of the editorial column a flag with a few stars on it— 
the number of them the same as the number of the seceding states. 

“Nearly everybody in town glared at me when the paper came 
out. A committee of citizens waited on me and insisted that I 
should take down that flag and put up one with all the stars on 
it. I said that was an infringement of free speech and I wouldn’t 
do it. But I reflected that it wouldn’t be pleasant to have every 


AN IMMINENT CASTIGATION. 
PASSENGER (in the rear seat)—‘‘ Anything I can do for you, friend? You seem to be worried.” . bread 
PASSENGER (in front of him)—‘* Them two fellers jest ahead of me has been passin’ d’rog’tory remarks about that hayseed’s Used for making bread. 





ears, an’ if they happen t’ turn ‘round an’ ketch sight of mine, I’m ’fraid they'll give ’mselves away, an’ I'll have t’ lick 'm.” 
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(Down-town a half-hour later)—‘‘ Ah! good morning, sir. 
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man I met an open and avowed enemy, and when a deputy 
United States marshal came along and talked to me in a friendly 
manner, I consented to the terms. 

“How it happened I don’t exactly know, but the next week a 
real, genuine United States flag took the place of the confeder- 
ate one—only it was upside down ; and, curious as it may seem, 
I didn’t notice the mistake till the edition had been all run off and 
distributed. And I think I never saw angrier men than those I 
met next day., Their eyes blazed more than ever. They hissed 
and hooted at me on the street. They indulged in such rude 
remarks as ‘Shoot the copperhead,’ ‘Run out a barrel of flour 
and empty it on him,’ ‘Put him in tar and feathers,’ ‘Hang him 
to a sour apple tree,’ &c. 

“T wanted very much to go out of town, but my funds were 
low and railroads wouldn’ttrust. I felt bad. I tried to explain 
in a rational manner to one or two of the more thoughtful, but 
they turned their backs on me with the remark, ‘Oh, go hang 
yourself.’ 3 

“ About eight o’clock that night the battle of Bull’s Bluff com- 
menced. I was sitting in my sanctum 
when I caught the opening roar of it. 
There was at first a confused hum, and 
it grew louder and louder and seemed 
to be coming my way. Therehad been 
bad war news that day, and two or 
three of my friends were with me, chuck- 
ling over it. For my part I couldn’t 
chuckle at anything. I never felt so 
little like chuckling in my life. The 
roar came nearer, and seemed to stop in 
front of my building. There were re- 
peated groans and hisses, and when I 
looked out of the window, which was 
open, a bad egg hit me in the eye. My 
spirits were low enough without that, 
and when I saw my chuckling friends 
leaping from the back windows each with 
a white face and a scared look, I made 
up my mind that there was no such thing 
as steadfast friendship in this world. 





SAFE. 
‘* Jim, the teacher ’s in there!” 
‘* How d’ yer know ?” 
**T seen him went down.” 
‘“* Then shut up, yer fool, or he’ll be fished out an’ resusticated.” 


“*Come down, you cop- 
perhead !’ shrieked a man 
of the attacking force. 
‘Come down and we'll put 
you union down, as you 
did that flag!’ 

“To my unbounded as- 
tonishment a wild yell fol- 
lowed this imposing threat, 
to which there was not a 
dissenting voice. 

“T used my unimpaired 
eye and discovered a bar- 
rel of flour in the midst of 
the crowd. I knew that it 
i a hd tr did not come there by ac- 
cident, and that it was not 
to be given to the poor or 


The wretches had pine 
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HOW MISS TAILORMADE BEAT A REGULATION, 


THE CONDUCTOR (taking her fare)—‘ Thim girls is gittin’ woorse an’ 
woorse wid their shtyle. It’s an illigant bale o’ hay that miff wud make.” 


torches, moreover, so that the exhibition 
might be fully illuminated. They were 
not exactly a mob, either, for a portion of 
them answered to military orders, having 
been previously drilled as Wide Awakes. 

“* Come down, you traitor !’ called out 
an extremely coarse man, at the same 
time sending a stone through a pane of 
glass. 

“Now, I was always modest, and I 
didn’t want them to make a show of me. 
I would rather go and hide than get up 
before any audience. ‘I pray you excuse 
me, gentlemen. I have a bad cold,’ said I. 

“They laughed and jeered and hissed 
and threw stones, and the roar grew 
louder every minute. 
‘Flank the _ build- 
ing!’ called out the 
captain of the Wide 
Awakes. ‘Sections 
to the right and left 
of it! Corporal, go 
to the rear and cut 
off his retreat !’ 

“ There was a hint 
in the words, and I 
took it. I put out 
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“ M—e—e—o—0 —o—ow ! 1!” 


A BEE IN HER BONNET. 








Tox — 


‘Oh! there must be pins in it.” 





Miss TAILORMADE (alighting)—‘‘ Come on, Gillispie !” 


the tallowcandle. I rushed toa private 
back entrance and out through a long 
lane before the corporal’s guard got 
around there. I mounted the hill beyond 
it like a deer. I dashed through wood 
and brake and thistle and grain. I turned 
my back upon Bull’s Bluff forever. The 
enemy had it, and I learned shortly there- 
after that they had wrecked the estab- 
lishment, throwing the type into the 
street, and dividing the press into small 
pieces and sinking them in the neighbor- 
ing stream. I have never seen Bull’s 
Bluff since. It is the worst place to 
bluff that I know of.” 

The bald-headed man smiled the sad, 
sweet smile again, 
and wiped his eyes 
with his sleeve. “I 
shall never quite re- 
cover from it,” he 
said. 

“ But you said you 
lost your hair there.” 
inquiringly re- 
marked a sympa- 
thizing listener. 

“ Ah, I had almost 








“* There’s that blamed bee.” 
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A CHRISTMAS PANTOMIME.—THE CLOWN’S REVENGE. 





forgotten that,” was the mournful reply. 
“The battle of Bull’s Bluff was the cause 
of it, but the loss didn’t occur quite there. 
I got ashamed of myself after that, and 
wanted to assume a disguise. I used a 
hair-dye which was highly recommended, 
and it took the hair all out by the roots. 
Alas? it will never come again—it will 
never come again.” , 





_ THE PAINFUL DIFFERENCE. 


REMBRANDT Daus—“ You should not be 
discouraged, me boy, if the academy didn’t 
hang your picture ; art is long.” 

HocGartH PaLtetteE—“ That’s just what 
makes me tired; art is long, and—I am 
short.” 





De tears ob povahty touch de h’aht 
offener en dey do de wallet. 








GUMMEY’S COMMENT. 


Mrs. GumMeEy (reading)—“A man in 
Chester, Pa., has insured his horse for two 
hundred and fifty dollars and his wife for 
seventy-five dollars.” 

Gummey—“H’m! He must be awfully 
fond of his wife.” 





A GOOD WEIGHT ANYHOW. 


Mrs. CussacGe—“ Do you know the Mr. 
Hunker that Miss Cora is engaged to?” 

CuspacE—“ Yes.” : 

Mrs. CuspacE—“ Is he a good man?” 

CuspaGe—“ Yes, indeed. He weighs 
two hundred and fifty pounds.” 





NOT DOWN IN THE TEXT-BOOK. 


TEACHER — “ What is the contrary of 
‘will’?” 
Pupit—“ The heirs, usually.” 
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He spied a youth and winsome maid, 
A winsome maid, a winsome maid ; 

Alone they trod the rimy sod 
Unwarned and not afraid. 

They did not hear when Love drew near ; 
His step how could they know ? 

No pause made he—ah me! ah me! 
He bent his good cross-bow. 


A flame-tipped dart with rainbow 
wing— 

A cruel thing ! a cruel thing ! 

With smiling haste in rest he placed 
And fitted to the string. 

Oh, fatal day ! What hand can stay 
Love's keen, unerring dart ? 

His aim was true ; the arrow flew 
And pierced them to the heart. 


So deep the shaft had cleft its way— 
Ah, well a-day ! ah, well a-day ' 

The maid and youth became, in sooth, 
The gentle archers prey. 

A vanquished pair, his chain to wear ; 
Right willing captives they, 

With ready feet to follow fleet 
Where Love should lead the way. 
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A GOOD SHOT. 


Young love walked out one winter's day, 
One winter's day, one winter’s day. 
His eye was bright, his step so light 
He danced along the way ; 
So fair his face, so full of grace 
His mien—but woe! but woe ! 
That look intent some mischief meant— 
He had his good cross-bow. 


For many a year at love’s command 
At Love’s command, at Love’s com- 
mand, 
They since that day their devious way 
Have journeyed hand in hand. 
Sometimes he leads through flowery 
meads 
Where rippling waters flow ; 
But everywhere, or storm or fair, 
Love bears his good cross-bow. 


It matters not if clouds appear 
When Love is near, when Love is near, 
They press along with happy song 
And now and then a tear. 
Some stcrms may beat about their feet, 
They cling the closer then ; 
Nor can they think their feet would shrink 
To tread the path again. 


In sun or sleet, through summer's heat, 
Or wintry weather, or wintry weather ; 

Whate’er betide the world beside, 
These three fare on together. 

With swelling hope upon life’s slope 
They face the western glow, 

And smile at time, while Love, the rogue! 
Still bears his good cross-bow. 
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FROM FRYING-PAN TO FIRE. 


Miss Haypon—“ Miss Palmer, I must ask you to explain 
yourself. I understand you told Mrs. Palmer that my brother 
George was the black sheep of the family.” 

Miss PALMER—“ My dear Miss Haydon, it was merely a slip 
of the tongue, I assure you. I meant to say white sheep.” 





A TIMELY WARNING. 


Cumso (running in excitedly)—“ Haven’t you a balance at the 
*steenth national?” 

FancLe—“ Yes. What's the matter?” 

Cumso—“ Draw it out right away!”’. 

FancLe—“ What’s up?” 

Cumso—“I heard the cashier promise a young lady to 
attend a charity bazar to-night!” 





A LOST ANATHEMA. 


Mrs. GILLOOLY (aside) —‘‘ She'll hear pfwhat Oi t’ink av her now. Oi see her 


eye at th’ kay-hole. (Very /oud)—Av all th’ phryin’, mischeevous, gallywhanglin’ 

















; LOUISA J. GIBSON, ould shpit-cats Oi iver seen, Missus Cornalius Shaughnessy av wan hundry an’ thorty- 
foorst shtreet an’ th’ railroad is the woorst ! 
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A BREAK IN THE DANCE. 


Miss Seton—‘‘ Why, where are _ going, Uncle Peldiah?” 
~ ““ SoLLBy—(enjoying his first lanciers)—‘' I'm startin’ fer that little yaller-headed gal’s p’sition, but I don't b’lieve she ever played puss-’n-th’-corner afore 
in her life.” 
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Bright Easter sunlight dreaming lie 
On silken curl and braid ; 
With eager smile and greeting eyes 
Maid clasps her sister maid, 

And warm congratulations pour 
As for some joy faith doth restore. 









as EASTER MORN. 
(A Vassar Scene.) 


Soft rustling like a crowd of flowers, 
Astir in April air ; 

Daffodils freshened by the showers, 
Pale crocus-blossoms fair, 

Dasies and violets, all things sweet— 

In chapel hall the maidens meet. 


Why are these maidens glad amain ? 
Why in their eyes is blent 

Delight with longing? I am fain 
To ask. Because in Lent 


S They each had given up chewing gum 


~ 


THE PARTING HOUR, 


WITH A NEW ENDING. 
(An idyl of the porch.) 

“Ves, love, I will be brave; but it is so-o hard.” 

“T know, dearest; but it must be; fate decrees 
“” 

In an emphatic splutter—“ I ha-ate fa-ate.” 

“There, there! but my girlie doesn’t hate her 
boy?” 

“Oh, no, no, no, no, no, no! 
ever say it?” 

(Prolonged silence; two shadows blend as one.) 

“Well, the sad words must be said: goo” 

“Oh, no; don’t say them; they are /vo cruel.” 

“ What shall I say, sweet?” 

“‘ Say—say—oh, I can’t bear it!” 

“There; let us both be brave. Time may 
separate us, but, dear, eternity will unite us 
forever.” 

“Oh, how good and grand you are!” 

(With an endeavor at alighter mood)—“There, 
you've said the first half; now I'll say the other 
—bye.” 

“It doesn’t sound so hard that way, does it? 
I’ll be brave and say it too—bye.” 

“That’s a good—bye—girlie.” 

“Oh, you cute old darling.” 

(Silence and shadows as before.) 

“ Bye, love.” 

“Bye, pet.” 


How can you 
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A POSTPONEMENT. 


‘Mrs Hemstetter—‘‘ Abe vos peen very naughdy, Solomon. 


punish him goot.” 


HEMSTETTER—‘‘ Keep acgound ohf it on der cash-book, Rachel, till dem new 
I hades me to vear dem out so kervick.” 


trousers ohf his gedsa leedle vorn. 





a And now sweet Easter-tide hath come. 


MADELINE S, BRIDGES. 


Harurony 
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AT A LEGATION RECEPTION. 
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“ Bye.” 

“B—Bye.” 

(Both together)—“ B—ye. ’ 

And is it their last sad parting? Ah, what relent- 
less fate could separate two such loving, young, brave 
hearts? 

No, sympathetic reader; it is not their last; it is 
their first and only, so far, since their engagement six 
hours previous at nine p.m. And “relentless fate” 
is the necessity her “cute old darling” feels of getting 
home in time to change his dress-suit, take a nap, 
and get down to the office at seven-thirty to earn the 
daily fraction of his nine dollars and seventy-five 
cents per week. 


ARISTINE ANDERSON. 





OUR BUSY PUBLIC MEN. 


Stranger—“ Can I see Mr. Hawkins?” 
Clerk—* Sorry, sir; but Mr. Hawkins is being inter- 
viewed bya reporter for the Daily Screamer about 
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Miss FuLLER—‘‘ When our Americans go to China, they build railroads, start live enterprises, and 


are of great benefit to your country. When aChinaman comes here, he is content to open a laundry. 
How do you account for it ?” 


MANDARIN Hit Rice —‘ Melicans need hleep more cleaning,” 


I vish you vould 


the number of cigars he smokes every day.” 

Stranger—“Ah, indeed! Isee it is now ten o'clock. 
Do you suppose that I could secure an audience 
with Mr. Hawkins at eleven?” 

Clerk—“ No, sir. Mr. Hawkins hasan engagement 
at eleven with a reporter for the Goose Egg, who wants 
to get some points about how he earned his first 
hundred dollars.” 

Stranger—“ How about twelve?” 

Clerk—“At twelve, sir, Mr. Hawkins is to relate 
his experience a few years ago in Australia, to a re- 
porter for the Buzzard.” 

Stranger—“I suppose Mr. Hawkins goes out to 
lunch about one o’clock?” 

Clerk—“ Yes, sir; from one till three.” 

Stranger-—“ Might I venture to call at three o'clock?’ 

Clerk—“Well, you see, at that time Mr. Hawkins ex- 
pects to recall some anecdotes about society people for 
the benefit of the society editor of the Sunday Bazoo.” 

Stranger—How about four o’clock?” 

Clerk—At four o clock, sir, Mr. Hawkins starts for 

_ home.” 
Stranger—‘ Can I see Mr. Hawkins at any time dur- 
ing the coming month?” 

Clerk—“ I will put you down for next Thursday at 
three o’clock. By the way, may I inquire your busi- 
ness?” 

Stranger—“1I am a reporter for the Semi-Weekly 
Howler, and I want to interview Mr. Hawkins on 
‘How a public man likes to be interviewed.’” 
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PERIL. 


We talk of deepest things, for he is highly intel- 
lectual ; 

We skim o’er subtlest themes with touches careless 
but effectual ; 

We loosen knots the knuimest ; discuss with mien 
superior 

The problems of the future and of times the most 
anterior. 


We canvass late inventions in mechanical appli- 
ances; 
News theological and recent doings in the sciences; 
Phases in foreign politics. With a demeanor 
stoical 
I chase him up where’er he leads, intrepid and 
heroical. 


My eyes, though, have a stony stare, my 
spinal cord stands rigidly, 
My pulse beats high, my head is hot 
the while my blood flows frigidly, 
\-~ «Ah, me! but he will yet find out, to 
CaN scorn me full surprisedly, 
by How far beyond my depth I floun- 
. der, wildly, agonizedly! 
EMMA A, OPPER. 





STRAUSS SHOWS ENTERPRISE. 


He had painted with a marking-brush on an 
empty flour-sack, “We sells no English syndi- 
cate-brewery beer.” He had a small green flag 
above the door, and the flour-sack stretched 
across the window. He had also put boiled 
potatoes among the free lunch, and when 
Johnny Connelly tucked his last two papers 4% 
under the bar and sat down to rest, he smiled 
broadly, and said: 

“‘Chonny, vot you dink apoud dot new debar- 
ture?” 

“ Wot is it, old appleplexy?”’ asked Johnny, as 
he wiped his hot face. 

“Dot vos der Irish drade to catch, ain’d id? 
Hear me dis song, Chonny. 

‘Dot harp dot troo der terror’s halls 
Der soul off moosic shed 

She now hungs mute ubon der valls, 
Dot moosic all gone deadt.’ 

“Unt dere vos a goot many Irish lif dis sdreed 
along, unt you sbrinkle dis English idea deir 
coat-tails on unt you git ’em, eferyvon Ufyou 
dook me for a clam, you got togit in der mornin’ 
up, Chonny.” 
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AN EXPLANATION. 
SImpLEyY—‘‘ What—aw—do they wing the bell for?” 


SorrEy—‘‘ I ain’t pawsitive, me deah fel.; but I think it’s to tell 
the captains on the boats that there is a fog on the wiver.” 
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A look of profound disgust shone through the elevated-rail- 
road cinders on Johnny’s face as he said: 

“When you git de Irish saloon-trade, Strauss, you’ll know 
you’ve had it by de marks, like small-pox. Ya-a, Dutchy; all 
you want is a black eye and a short pipe stuck in de waistband 
of yer hat to make yer a full-blooded Dublin man. By George! 
de Harlem goats would eat you, Strauss, if you laid down to 
sleep above One-hundred-and-thirtieth street;” and he wearily 
took up his remaining papers and went out yelling, “Here you 
are! two more big English syndicates formed, and Bismarck 
paralyzed in his t’roat so he can’t stop talkin’! Evenin’ edition, 


, ” 
fi’ cents! A. T. WORDEN. 


THE DUTCHMAN’S TURN-OVER IN WALL STREET. 


I keeps a sausage store in Harlem. De odder day Sharley 
Rosenkeirfer said to me, “ Shaky Hauseman, vy don’t you make 
a turnover in Vall street? Maype you got pig moneys by dot 
Meester Dinglebender, vot advertise in dot paper.”’ 

So putty quick I vent down by dee street to Meester Dingle- 
bender, der Cherman banker, und said, “ Meester Dinglebender, 
I haf sav two tree hoondred dollar; I -vants to make some 
money: ” 








DURING THE PROCESSION. 


” 


LirTLE OOGLEYMURKI—‘‘ Mamma! 
Mrs. UMBuGAGi—*‘ What is it, dear?” 
LITTLE OOGLEYMURKI—"‘ Please, may I have the wish-bone?” 


“All right, Mr. Hauseman. I vill puy some stuck for you. 
Coom in do-morrow.” 

Ven I coom in, I said, “ Vat stuck you got, Meester Dingle- 
bender?” 

“You see und I see,” he said. 

“Put I dun’t see,” I said. 

“Vell, you vi// see do-morrow,” he cried. 

Vell. Do-morrow, dot is dot next day, I vent down by 
Meester Dinglebender und said: 

“Mr. Dinglebender, how vas dot ‘urnover getting along?” 

He said, “ Meester Hauseman, I am zorry to say you are 
‘dumped.’” 

“Vot you mean by dot? Is de /urnover no good?” 

“Dere vas terrible panic,” said Meester Dinglebender. 
“Stucks ‘took adrop.’” Chay Gould vas bust, und vants a bo- 
sition as telegraph oberator, und Wanderbilt vants to borrow 
money on de vatch his fadder gave him. Ven dey found vat a 
panic dere vas, dey sent for Meester Levy to coom und blay de 
cornet and stop dot pa~ic. Put it vas no use. I dell you, 
Meester Hauseman, gank Gott you vas notruined. Coom again 
mit two hundred dollur, und ve vill get dot all pack, un vive, 
seex hoondred pesides.”’ 

Den I said: “ Meester Dinglebender, of Chay Gould und Wan- 
derbilt vas bust, Shaky Hauseman vas go back tw dot leegitimit 
peesness.” Und it vas dun, for dot first dime, I vas opliged to 
make a turnover of dot dog-meat into dose sausages. 


ANXIOUS TO KNOW. 


Docror—“ These pills, Mr. Croaker, will either kill or cure.” 
PaTientT—“ Say, doc., which will they do first?” 
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THE QUICKER THE BETTER. 


She came into the room with her silken 
robes trailing after her across the marble floor. 
Her opaline eyes gleamed through the mist like 
the sun shining through a vermouth cocktail. 

She had the hips of an Urquhart and the 
shoulders of a Jansen. 

She was well fixed. 

Suddenly her eyes fell upon him as he lay, 
face down, across the polished whiteness of 
the tiles, his lurid bath-robe writhily entwining 
his pajamaed limbs. Her hand went to her 
throat, and she was very still. A cup stood 
upon the table beside him, and something like 
steel gleamed in his clenched white hand. 

“Speak to me, Nadrovine!” she cried in a 
hoarse whisper, and fell in a tremulous heap, 
with the usual thud, winding her arms con- 
vulsively about his seventh-regiment neck. 

He turned his face wearily toward her, and 
there was a great red gash across the gothic 
granite of his cheek. 

“Tis nothing,” he said, and then she knew 
it all. 

He had been trying to shave himself with a 


patent safety razor, KATE MASTERSON. 





People will take anything except advice. 





MULGREAVEsS — 
** By Jimminey '—— 


DEACON 





—that wuz an—— 
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A CURE. 


VisITOR—“‘ You see, I’m distantly related 
to the Montmorenci family, and have blue 
blood in my veins.” 

OLD DAME—“‘ Deary me; ’ow very dread- 
ful! You should take some of Dr. Blubber’s 
specific ; it’s the best thing in the world for 
the blood.” 


A CHANGE OF FRONT. 





——awful pooty gal—— 


7, 


weg 
Dt», 
Wye 





——thet jest went by!” 
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CLUTCHING AT STRAWS. 

Mrs. CortRIGHT—‘‘ Helen, you'll pardon me, 
but I must say that it is time for you to be thinking 
of a home of your own. You are nearly twenty-five 
now, and the chances are slipping by.” 

HELEN—‘‘Chances! How can a girl have 
chances with such an everlastingly uninteresting 
brother as Alfred around? Why, he didn’t know 
enough last night to come in and catch that Mr. 
Montague when he kissed me.” 


AN UNREASONABLE CUSTOMER. 


In a shop where birds are stuffed— 

“No, Iam not at all satisfied. You stuffed 
my poor dear parrot scarcely a twelvemonth 
ago, and now all the feathers are coming off.” 

“Well, madam, you should give us credit 
for the faithful manner in which we imitate 
nature. What bird did you ever see, no mat- 
ter of what clime, that did not moult oncea 
year?” 


A STRIKING RESEMBLANCE, 


A more than middle-aged bachelor married 
a young girl. 

When ason and heir was added to the family 
the nurse was wont to show the new-comer to 
visitors with the traditional remark : 

“ Looks like his pa, doesn’t he?” 

One day a grouty old gentleman, who 
couldn’t see the resemblance, replied with a 
grunt: 

“Just so; he’s quite bald and has no teeth.” 


A NEW CONDITION. 


Lawyer—“ Are you German by descent?” 
Witness—“ No, sir; by marriage.” 





Mrs. 
ahead )—‘‘ Deacon !” 


MULGREAVES (on 
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a ON A FIFTH AVENUE STAGE. 

OUTSIDE PASSENGER—‘‘ You don’t use that terrible hook on the poor horses, DRIvER (from outside)—‘‘ No; on der freight. Fare, please, gent.” 
bi do you?” 
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LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON. 


FARMER MIDDINGs (who has been chased)—‘‘ There, you ’tarnal ole pucker- se 7s : . ” 
; - teed the : Litr ossy—‘‘ Bl. I’m he governor insulted ! 
horned, squint-eyed nuisance ; you didn’t catch me that time, did yer?” oe Blame me if grag & see eg 
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A LESSON IN AIR FORCE. 
Showing in two ways the expansive power of wind. 
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A RECOGNITION, 
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TROUBLE IN THE HOUSE. 


Thay, mithter, thereth twouble at our houth ! 
My mamma’s thut up in her room up thairth ! 


My papa goeth out in the back yard ’nd thwearth ! 


The cook hath gone off wiv a pipe in her mouf ; 
"Nd there ain’t a cookey left in the whole houth! 
Yeth thir-ee ! thereth twouble at our houth ! 


After breakfuth thith mornin’ I wanted my ma ; 
I went to her do’ ’nd, my gwathuth ! I thaw 
A gwait jumbo woman with big double chin 





*Nd then Docker Rubob tum out ’nd thays 


he, ‘ 

‘* Your noath ith bwoke now, ittle man ; you 
will thee !” 

‘Nd I felt of my noath ’nd it wan’t bwoke 
at all! 

Then ; jimminy cwicketh ! I heard thumfin’ 
thquall, 

’Nd pa he thood thill wiv hith eyeth ’tickin’ 
out ; 

Thinkth I, ‘‘ Wot the Dickenth ith all thith 
about !” 


Then out tum old Jumbo, her faith all in 
grinth ; 

Thays pa, ‘‘Well, wot ith it?”” Thayth thee, 
** It ith twinth ?” 

Pa thaid he woth glad, but he looked kinder 
mad— 

Thaid thumfin ’bout luck that poor people 
had. 

Old Jumbo thaid I muth be ’till ath a mouth ; 

Pa thaid we would bofe dit wite out of the 
houth ! 


Tho pa gwabbed hith hat ’nd wushed off to 
hith sto’, 
"Nd mebby I won’t thee my pa any mo’! 


Thay, mithter, wath twinth? Wot ailth my, 


ma now? 
Wot bithneth hath Jumbo ’round there any- 
how? 
Ise ti’, ’nd Ise lonethum, ’nd Ise hung’y too! 
’Nd I want my ma zow, ’nd—’nd—boo-hoo 
—oo 
WILLIAM EDWARD PENNY, 


ITS FIRST EFFECT. 


“Look here!” exclaimed the 
grocer to a loafer; “that’s the 
sixth lump of sugar you’ve put in 
your mouth.” 

“That’sallright. The last tariff 
bill put sugar on the free list.” 


HIS PREFERENCE. 


Mrs. Stimpret—“ What part of 
the chicken shall I give you, Mr. 
Goodfeed ?” 

BoarDEr—* All but the neck.” 





Is this youth crazy? Oh, no; it is 
only Cholly Cally, who has been standing 
in front of the club for over an hour with 
his cane in his mouth. The thermometer 
is at twenty degrees, and the cane has 
frozen in poor Cholly’s mouth. 


Who thaid that I muthn't ’nd touldn't tum in. 
I cried ’cauthe I wanted my ma awful bad, 


And I kicked on the do’ ’cauthe I wath tho mad ! 


My pa he wath walkin’ aroun’ in the hall, 
’Nd he didn’t pay no ’tention to me at all, 





But he kept hith eyeth fixth all the time on ma’s do’ ; 


I ast him w’y he didn’t go to hith sto’? 
He thaid ma woth thick, ’nd then pitty quick 
I heard mamma's do’-knob go clickettv-click !”’ 


WW 
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SHE HIT HIM JUST RIGHT. 


Miss NESTLE—“‘ Are you interested in the language of flowers, Mr. Appolis ?” 


Mr. AppPpolLis (of St. Paul)—‘‘I should say I was! 


machinery is my pet hobbies. 


A NIGHT IN A MUSEUM. 


Iamacountryman. Ido not mean 
to say that I have hayseed in my hair, 
or that in maple sugar begins and ends 
for me every sweet in life. No, no. 
I am not that kind of a countryman. 
I am educated, well-informed, and 


-have little or no hair for hayseed to 


find a lodgment in. And what little 
hair I have is white—white as the 
driven snow, though I am still young 
It. turned in a single night, and it 
turned in this wise : 

One day, having disposed of my 
turnips at a good profit, I resolved 
to come down to York. York had 
been the subject of my thoughts by 
day and my dreams by night. Do 
not from this imagine that I am a 
dreamer. I am a practical, hard- 
headed (and now white-headed) far- 
mer, and no visionary. But, such as 
I was, I came to the city to see the 
sights, as many a countryman has 
done before me. But did man ever 
see such sights and go through such 
experiences as I did? I trow not. 
But to my tale. 

Well, I reached the city; I wandered 
about from early morning to dewy 








A HAPPY CATASTROPHE. 


Spring wheat, longs an’ shorts, staple brands, an’ millin’- 
Seen them patent bags fer packin’ ?” 


MoKEY BALLERSON—‘“‘ Doan yo’ wisht yo’ wuz Lemmy Swansey ?” 


CALE Ecmonp—‘‘ Whuffer ?” 


Moxry—“‘ He done fell inter d’ ice-cream freezer at d’ chu’ch fair 


lars’ night, an’ had t’ eat he’s way out,” 
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GONE TO THE DOGS. 


Pup—‘‘ Well, old Graveyard, what’s the matter with you?” 
OTHER DOG—*‘ Oh, only another tie-up on the line.” 


eve; I plunged boldly into the 
vortex of city dissipation. I played 
pool for drinks, and sampled the 
various brands of stimulants in 
every ward from Harlem to the 
Battery ; and when night came, I 
found myself there, why should 
I blush to own it? [ama rustic; 
and, as such, the outcome was in- 
evitable. I found myself in the 
Bowery. 

I walked along that wondrous 
and crowded thoroughfare with 
head erect and firm step. I felt as 
if .owned it. I turned a deaf ear 
to the wiles of the bunco men; I 
was not to be had. At last, at last, 
some works of art displayed in 
front of a door attracted my atten- 
tion; a brass band discoursing 
delicious music arrested my foot- 
steps. The palatial doors of the 
mansion stood invitingly open. I 
paid my dime and entered. 

Shall I pause to dilate on all the 
wonders, natural, unnatural and 
monstrous, that I beheld in that 
enchanting palace. Better not: 
anyone can see them for a dime, 
and what I have to tell concerns 
what mortal eyes save mine have 
never seen, and will, I trust, never 
see—and time presses. 

I wandered on, examining novelties of all kinds till my brain 
fairly reeled beneath the unaccustomed strain—perhaps the 
liquor I had taken, spurred into activity by the heat and brilliance 
of the place, may have had something to do with it. I found a 
seat in a retired corner; I closed my eyes a moment to avoid the 
glare ; I nodded, roused myself violently, nodded again, and 
finally slept. 

How long I slept I do not know; but when I awoke, it was 
with an instant keenness of perception, and a sudden rallying 
of all my faculties that showed I must have been startled into 
wakefulness by something out of the common. The place 
seemed deserted ; the glare of the evening was superseded by 
the dim light of a few scattered gas jets turned low, and out of 
the obscurity a gigantic figure advanced towards me. 

“ What are you doing here?” he asked ; and his voice was a 
shrill treble, so utterly out of keeping with the bulky shape 
from which it issued that I actually started. “What are you 
doing here? Are you a freak ?” 

I attempted to explain. I said I had been having a little 
freak, but the giant interrupted me. 

“You've been having a little freak, have you ? 
it? Trotit out. I'd like to see it.” 

At this utterly absurd and inconsequent request I could only 
stare. 

“Come here, mother!” piped out the big man. 
fellow that says he’s a little freak “4 

“Freak! Nonsense!’’ wheezed a woman, waddling towards 





Well, where is 


“ Here’s a 





an’ he pulled ’m off’n his s’pendahs ! 





MILITARY MEANNESS, 


Mrs, MEACHIM—‘‘ Come heah, C'lindy ! 
Danks, goin’ down t’ de arm’ry t drill.” 

CLARINDA—‘‘I doan’ care nuffin’ ’bout dat trash now. I done 
arsked him t’ gub me some buttons fo’ ear-rings d’ larst time he wuz heah, 


Led 
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me. What a woman! Incomparably the fattest human being I 
ever beheld. “He’s no freak ; he don’t know what it is. How 
did you get here, anyhow ?” 

I attempted to explain that I had fallen asleep, and must 
have been inadvertently locked up when the museum closed for 
night ; but my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth. I could 
not utter a word. 

“Sulky, eh?” shrilled the big man. 

“If you don’t speak when you’re spoken to, I'll sit on you!” 
wheezed the fat woman. 

Out of the terror which this tremendous threat conjured up, I 
found voice to explain my situation. 

“Why, he’s an outsider !”’ croaked the woman, in a voice like 
that of an asthmatic bullfrog on a foggy night; “come here, all 
of you; look at this!” 

And in a moment I was surrounded by such an assemblage of 
thin men and fat women, and bearded ladies, and living skele- 
tons, and tattoed beings and monstrosities of any and every 
kind that my brain whirled again. I am convinced that it was 
at that moment the color of my hair began to change. 

“Oh, what a lark!” said an infinitesimally small dwarf, in a 
voice that was like the roaring of Niagara. “Are youa freak?” 

“What is a freak ?”” I asked in desperation. 

‘I’m a_ freak,’ bellowed the 
dwarf; “we're all freaks.” 

“Oh, freaks of nature,” I mused. 
“T should say you were.” 

“You don’t seem to have any- 
thing out of the common,” remarked 
a boy with a skin like a crocodile. 

I owned that I had not, and for 
the first time in my life, blushed be- 
cause I was not malformed, when 
I heard a chorus of indignant con- 
tempt around me. 

“Not a freak ?” said one. 

“Not even six fingers !”’ 

“Not an extra toe!” 

“We can all see he has only one 
head.” 

“Blessed if I think he’s even 
blind!” 

All of which led by different 
roads to the unanswerable inquiry, 
What wasI doing here? My ex- 
planation was not satisfactory, and 
the outraged freaks proceeded to 
avenge their invaded solitude. 
Clasped in the bony arms of the 
living skeleton, I was hurled to the 
ground, where the fat woman 
seated herself squarely on my face. 
The alligator-boy rasped my flesh 
with his scaly hide; the bearded 
woman kissed me; the tattooed 


Heah’s yo’ fren’ Mistah 
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A RAPID-TRANSIT ACCESSORY. 


Grimes—‘ Watcher doin’ wid der roller ?” 
HoKry—“‘ Every time I've been in to dat nabob’s I’ve come out on me head, 
an’ dey’s got th’ longest flight of stone steps you ever see.” 








man proceeded to_ transfer 
some of the art depicted on 
his body to mine; the whole 
band, the while, yelling like 
demons. My hair whitened 
rapidly just then. 

At length I broke from my 
tormentors and gained the 
door—and it was when I found 
it fastened that the last remain- 
ing dark hairs of my head as- 
sumed their silvery hue. The 
grewsome band was close be- 
hind me; with the energy of 
despair I beat against theclosed 
door, shouting for assistance 
like a madman. 

Oh, joy! the door opens. 
The frantic crew of freaks 
pause in their mad career; I 
stagger out into the open air, 
but my feelings are too far over- 
wrought ; the reaction is too 
much, and I sink fainting into 
the arms of a policeman. 

When I regained conscious- 
ness I lay in the alcoholic ward 
of Bellevue Hospital, just re- 
covering, the doctor told me, 
from a severe attack of deliri- 
um tremens. Delirium tremens, 
forsooth! This is their boast- 
ed medical science. The hor- 
rors of that night had crazed 
my brain; the freaks. had 
wrecked my reason, and the 
doctor called it alcohol ! 

But out of evil good may 
come! I have been offered a 
position as a freak—a man 
whose hair turned white in a 
single night. I shall enter the 
glorious fraternity! I shall, in 
my turn, terrify any poor 
wretch who finds himself in 
the position I was in. And if 
anyone twits me in the future 





Mrs, SOGBACK (warningly)—‘‘ You mustn’t darnce that way, Ichabod. 
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Mr. Horrison—‘‘Can’t I get you something from the supper-room to go 
with the wine?” 
Miss ScHAus (from Cincinnati, who is going through the eastern refinement 
process)—‘‘ Thanks, awfully ! 
pig’s understanding.” 
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IN A BOSTON DRAWING-ROOM. 
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HE STOOD IT AS LONG AS HE COULD. 


’T ain’t ettyketty,” 





I’d ever so much like a slice of coffee-cake and a 
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for having the regulation num- 
ber of limbs, I can twit him back 
with his natural hair, for (whis- 
per it gently!) mine is glued 
on—but I am as good a freak 
as the most of them all the 
same! 





“AN ILL WIND.” ETC. 


A French officer of high 
rank in the last war had his 
leg shot away by a cannon-ball. 

While he was being cared for, 
his valet wept bitterly. 

“Don’t cry, my good fellow, 
said the officer with grim 
humor; “you've had all the 
luck to-day, for you'll never 
hereafter have to shine more 
than one boot.” 


”” 


IT WOULD BE A CHANGE, 


“Oh, doctor, I don’t know 
what to do with poor William. 
He’s working himself into an 
early grave. Can’t you suggest 
something to prevent him 
going down hill so rapidly?” 

“He might try the legislature, 
madam. There the decline is 
only gradual.” 


-A SAFE DECEPTION. 


Mrs. Brown—“I’m_ afraid 
Johnnie won’t eat this worm 
candy if I tell him what it is, 
and if I give it to him without 
telling, he'll be apt to be sus- 
picious.” 

Brown—“ Hide it away in 
the corner of the pantry.” 





Gratitude flows easily for 
things received. It is harder to 
give thanks for those withheld. 


Mr. Socrack-—‘'’T ain’t, ain’t it? Well, my pardner’s been talkin’ bout pictur’s an’ theaytres an’ paytrackballs, an’ other things I don’t understan’, 


an’ now, b’gosh! I’m goin’ t’ show her thet I know someth'n m'self !” 




















THE DRUMMER KICKED HIMSELF. 


A very handsome young married lady 
boarded a train on the Pennsylvania railroad 
the other day, followed by acorpulent negress 
carrying the lady’s baby. The car was nearly 
full, every seat having at least one occupant 
and most of themtwo. The nurse and her 
charge found a seat with a little girl while 
the lady went forward, seeing the half of two 
seats disengaged. In one was a half-grown 
youth, and in the other a drummer dressed in 
the best the clothing emporiums could fur- 
nish. The commercial traveler and the boy 
saw the lady at the same moment, but the lat- 
ter was the first to attract her attention and 
offer his seat. 

“You take this seat ma’am,” he said 
politely, “and I'll sit with the man behind.” 

The lady thanked him, but when the youth 
essayed to sit with the drummer, he was 
gruffly told that the seat was engaged. The 
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BRUIN AND THE BAA-BA. 


A GRATUITOUS FOOD ADVERTISEMENT. 









































man was cross at failing to secure so faira 
seat-mate. Then the lady made room for the 
boy on the seat he had given her. Presently 
she leaned back, and with a most bewitching 
smile, asked the commercial traveler if the 
other half of his seat were occupied. 

“No, madam,” he replied eagerly; ‘ you 
are welcome to it.” 

“Oh, I don’t want it for myself,” she re- 
joined as she beckoned to her nurse, who in- 
stantly came forward and jammed herself 
into the seat beside the drummer; “I only 
wanted my baby close to me.” 

About that time the man remembered that 
he had an urgent engagement at kicking him- 
self in the smoking-car. 





HER DEFINITION OF IT. 


“Frankness, my dear, consists in repeating 
all the disagreeabie things one has ever heard 
about one’s friends.” 
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A SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY. 








(Patent applied for.) 


Bet on the progress of this period. An interesting 
story has been going the rounds of the press recently 
about the making of what is called a “‘ composite photo- 
graph ’—a picture in which the combined beauties of a 
large number of pictures are seen to make an ideal face, 
shorn of individual imperfections. 

I was tearing my hair the other night in sheer despair 
at my endeavors to invent a new joke, when the idea 
struck me that some such “ composite” process might be 
safely applied to a bundle of stale jokes I had in a drawer, 
to bring about an ideal bit of humor, leaving out what 
was bad in each, and ending in an unparalleled piece of 
wit, that would put such writers as Dean Swift and Wil- 
liam M. Evarts in the shade. 

Joke number one, labeled July 1st, year 75, B. C. (new 
style) told of the bootjack that the third-floor lodger 
threw at the romantic feline on the back fence to stop 
his midnight serenading. ee 

Joke number two, marked year 100 before Adam (old 
style) told of the little fellow who sat on a bent pin and 
made Rome howl when the connection took place. 








HE DIDN’T MIND THE SALT, 
WESTERN MILKMAN (seeing the Atlantic for the first time)—‘‘ Gurglin’ pumps! what 


possibilities !” 
TWO, AND YET ONE. 
A young married couple. 
‘““Why, Charles, if I didn’t actually see you yawn just now.” 
“Well, dearest, you know that we are now one, and I can never keep 
awake when I’m alone.” 





A LITTLE THING IN MILLINERY. 


“T don’t see how Mrs. McGay can afford to wear so many tips on her 
hat. There is a row of them all the way round the brim.” 

“ Afford it? I wonder that she hasn’t the whole hat made of tips. 
Her husband is a hotel-waiter, you know.” 





De man w’at cotches de mos’ fish gin’ly eats de leas’ fish. 





ADDING INSULT TO INJURY. 


‘*Say, mister, don’t you know you can be arrested for swimmin’ in 
there?” 
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(There’s an anachronism here somewhere, but I cannot 
exactly explain it. If the affair did not happen in Rome, 
then place it in Jerusalem.) 

Joke number three, set aside as belonging to the time 
of Noah—the exact date is of Noah-count—tells of the 
introspective poet who slipped gracefully earthward on 
a banana-peel, and saw an unwonted glory in the stars. 

Then there were the “billy-goat” joke, the “brass 
band ” joke, the joke of the “ kicking-mule,”’ the “colic” 
joke, and divers other jokes, puns, squibs, screeds, equi- 
voques, double-entendres, and paronomasiz of the pre- 
Adamite, pre-Raphaelite, eocene, miocene, pliocene, 
ichthyosaurus and plesiosaurus periods. 

So with one grand wind-up of my mental apparatus I 
proceeded to apply the “composite” process. The re- 
sult came out clear and strong, and I leave it to my read- 
ers as to how beautiful and ideal a result I here attained. 
Here’s the “composite ” in all its glory—“ Chestnut.” 

One can readily see to what manifold uses my inven- 
tion may be applied. To the editors of newspapers it should be an 
especial boon, and I hope some day to be regarded by them as a 
benefactor to the human race. 








NATHAN M., LEVY, 


A NEIGHBORLY FEELING. 


Mrs. BRown—“I have just been calling on your new neighbor, Mrs. A BARE-FACED RECORD. 
Jones ; what splendid teeth she has.” Mrs. SEEBREE—‘‘ What are you so interested in?” 
Mrs. Jones—“If your attention was especially attracted by them, 83 6 ce ee see, ~~ De’ bees 
she must have : re I 5 LE — ey re awtully stupid, usually ‘on t you think so ¢ 
e been wearing her Sunday set—the one Doctor Forceps Mrs, HovLer—‘‘ This one isn't. It’s Tom’s cheque-book that he car- 


has just made for her.” ried on that yachting-trip to Bar Harbor.” 
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THE ASSISTANT FOOL. 





























































I'ma hampered and fettered poor mortal, With that he sprang nimbly toward ceiling, 
For I’m sat upon day after day And turned several times in the air, 
By my master, the king’s premier jester ; Alighting, like soft, downy feathers, 
When he’s near I have nothing to say. Tiptoed on the back of a chair. 
I know a few tricklets diverting, Then kissing his hand to the monarch, 
Quite sure to bring smiles to a phiz, He growled at me under his breath, 
But discouragement’s always my portion, ‘Tf you dare to do that, you poor ninny, 
i He ’s down on all wit that’s not his. Gadzooks! I'll be in at your death.” 
: | I turned a back flip-flap last evening I’m a fettered and hampered poor mortal, 
: H And landed on arm of the throne ; Uniquely and terribly cursed ; 
: The king snickered out, ‘‘ That’s a good one !” For try as I will, I’m unable 
| I took the applause for my own. To do any more than my worst. 
iF: But Pancho, my master, said quietly, Some men achieve greatness by effort, 
7 ** You can put it right down on your books, But I’m not allowed in that pool ; 
if Oh! Corpulent Potentate, mighty, Ten thousand deep curses on fortune ! 
He’s not such a fool as he looks.” They won’t let me act like a fool. 





JAMES S, GOODWIN. 





the committee of investigation 
were seen coming down the 
mountain as if their running was 
to save their lives. They cor- 
roborated the story of the snake. 
It was then decided to go up the 
mountain, each one armed with 
a gun charged with double B. 
On coming in sight of the snake 
there was not one of us that did 
not feel shaky, as there was the 
monster coiled up right in front 
of Frenchy’s hut, fully as big as 
Eb. Bassett first described it, if 
not bigger. However, we all 
blazed away at it.” “Did we 
killit?” No. “Why?” “Be- 
cause after firing at it, Frenchy 
came out of the hut cursing and 
dancing as if he wascrazy. The 
fact was, boys, the little French- 
man was a taxidermist, and we 
had blown to atoms a splendid 
skin of a boa constrictor he had 
set up.” 
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PURCHASING AN AILMENT. 
: AFRAID OF THE FUTURE. 


Bixkerr—‘' I wonder what broke Tom Hallett’s engagement to Miss Breame.” Acrress—“Doctor, I don’t feel 
Mks. TELLAIRE—‘‘ Somebody told him that her mother used to be as pretty as she is, and it scared him off.” as if I could possibly go on the 
stage to-night.” 


UNCLE BILLY’S SNAKE STORY. Doctor —“ What, madam, 


: seems to be the matter with you?” 
) Sitting in the Rockett summer hotel, in the village of A—, you Actress—“ Oh, I don’t care much, doctor. Give me the worst 
can hear groups of the ruralists telling tales over their mugs of hard ailment you can for a hundred dellars.” . 


cider every evening. One even- 
ing last week the tales were all 
about snakes. There was one 
story in particular worth pre- 
serving. It was told by an aged 
farmer, who went by the name 
of “Uncle Billy.” “So, boys, 
you want me to tell about some 
snakes in my day. Well, I will tell 
you about the big snake at Ama- 
walk Pits. It was the day after 
the Secore’s barn and outbuild- 
ings were burnt down. I and 
some more of the neighbors were 
sitting near the ruins refreshing 
ourselves with some hard cider, 
gave to us by Ike Secore, when 
we saw Eb. Bassett come run- 
ning to us as if the old boy was 
after him. On becoming more 
collected, he said, in passing by 
the little Frenchman’s hut in the 
mountains, he almost walked on 
top of a snake as big around as 
a barrel and thirty feet long. 
There was a general laugh, as it 
was thought it was the effects of 
the hard cider. Immediately 
after, Jim Mead came in breath- 


less with the same story. Two ; AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SCALE. 


men were sent up the mountain Pracreet Roersack—‘‘ By thunder! that’s th’ lowest I've fell yet Judgin’ by them fellers not attackin’ me, they 
to investigate. Shortly after, must think I'm a dog.” 
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THE AFTER-SUPPER DANCE. <2. | 


Mr. CLAy—*‘ Beg pardin’, but I wish yo’ wouldn’ breave so hard, Miss Haskins.” 2 |\4A 
Miss HAskins—‘‘ Do it 'noy yo’ ?” ; Ze 


Mr. CLay—‘“‘ Ya-as. Yo’ done eat so much ice-cream at d’ table dat I’s gettin’ 
cold in d’ scruff ob my neck.” 





Time shakes his hour-glass in my face, 
Whets his old scythe with solemn grace, 
And whispers me in accents low : 

“Son, that was years ago, 
Long years and years ago,” 














IN A TROY CEMETERY. 





YEARS AGO. 
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A NIGHT AT THE OLD 
HOMESTEAD. 
UNCLE SENNINGER—‘“‘ Haow d’jer sleep, Nathaniel ?” 


. Nat—“ Pretty well; but I think grandmother made 
a mistake and put cobs instead of husks into that mattress.” 


I once was young, ah me! ah me! I am not old—and yet, and yet, 

How long ago it used to be ! Would that sometimes one might forget, 
And when its far-off glory seems When life was young how that sweet-time 
So like the heaven of my dreams, Made wrinkles and gray hairs a crime. 
And palsied memory in vain Now, like a newly-kindled fire, 

Persuades me of my youth again, If love leaps up with fresh desire, 


Time bends him down with rude grimace, 
Blows the cold ashes in my face 
And chuckles while the cinders glow, 
**Son, that was years ago, 
Long years and years ago.” 
EDWIN S. HOPKINS, 





AFTER THE RECEPTION, 


STRANGER—"' Fine monument you’ve got there, sir.” Miss Epcecompe—‘‘ Do you remember what Dolly Farren had on, Tom?” 
CiT1zEN—‘‘ Yes ; that’s in memory of my pet game-cock.” HER BROTHER—‘‘ No; couldn’t make out whether it was a love-affair with 
STRANGER—‘‘ Who's the little stone for ?” Jenson or just a flirtation with me.” 


CirizEN—‘‘ I ain’t dead sure, but IT believe one of my wives occupies that locality. 
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EXASPERATION. 


In timid love I wooed with zeal and fire 
Her family ; sought favor with her sire 
By gifts of books galore and walking sticks 
And silver match-safes ; till J did perspire 
Discussed the daily news and politics. 
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In trembling love I sent her mother flowers 
At vast expense ; exerted all my powers ; 
Carried her packages and held her shawl 
And talked about dyspepsia. Hours on hours 
I Played checkers with her brother, young and small 


And wearisome. Walked with her uncle ; took 
Her aunt to drive ; made presents to the cook, 

The gardener. And ‘neath the weak’ning strain 
Knew, with the shrinkage of my pocket-book, 
A loss of flesh and reeling of the brain. 


re What mingling, then, of hap- 
bat piness and ire, 
Of bliss and rage, when my 
throbbing desire 
I panted forth—and she 
with downcast smile 
Murmured, with tender color 
mounting higher, 
‘Yes, dearest, yes! I've 
liked you all the while.” 


EMMA A, OPPER. 


‘Mufstaash, mutton-chops, an’ de English split-chin, sah.” 

“Ah, yes! Do you ever find the whole three combined on one 
face?”’ 

“ Nevah but once, sah. A young man ployed me to block out 
de free styles fo’ im, so he kun hab ’em shabe off one by one, 
sah, to see w’ich o’ dem styles he look de bes’ in. W’en dey 
was all grow’d, he’s afeared to hab any one ob ’em shabe off, 
sah, ’cause mebbe dat be de one wat suit his ’plexion bes’. Dat 
young man struggle wiv dem w’iskahs fo’ free mont’s, sah’ an’ 
den he o’der ‘em all shabe off. Den he say: 

“* Raise me a mufstaash !’ 

“TI riz him a mufstaash, sah, an’ he hab his picture tooken. 
Den he want nis mufstaash shabe off an’ English split-chin riz. 
W’en dat was riz, he go wiv dat an’ hab his picture tooken. Den 
off come de English split-chin, an’ we grow him de mutton-chop. 
W’en he gits a picture ob dat, he put de free pictures in a row 
an’ look at em a minute. Den he frow ’em on de flo’ an’ flop 
hisse’f in dis cheer, sah, an’ hollah out : 

“¢T looks like de debble in ’em all, I does! Shabe ’em off!’ 
he says. 

‘TI shabe ’em off, sah, an’ he nevah wo’ no w’iskahs’ tall, sah, 
after dat.” 

“So?” said the tall man, ‘“ You use bay rum, of course?” 

“Vis, sah.” 

“ And hair-tgnic ?” 

“ Oh, yis, sah!” 

“ And the best pomade ?” 


A DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE. 
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Wha iF : 


Mrs. MINNIE ARKENS—‘“* Now let me see. I’ve got the ladle, and the 
spoons, and the nut-pickers, and the punch-bowl, and—by the way, Thomas, we 
need a wine-cooler.” 

MR. ARKENS (4 salesman)—‘‘ Will you oblige me with the time please ?” 

SALESMAN—“' It is just three, sir.” 


THE TALL MAN AND THE 
BARBER. 


“Is this the barber-shop ? ” asked 
a neatly dressed, tall man, carrying 
a satchel, as he entered the tonso- 
rial artist’s studio. 

“Vis, sah; walk in, sah!” said 
the artist. 

“Can I get shaved here?” 

“Yis, sah ; yo’ nex’, sah!” 

“Hair cut?” 

“Sart’nly, sah!” 

“Shampoo ?” 

“Oh, yis, sah !” 

The man walked in, placed his 
satchel on the floor and sat down. 

“ Barbers don’t pull teeth to any 
great extent nowadays, do they?” 
said he. 

“Oh, no, sah.” 

“But they used to, you know. 
They used to pull teeth, cup, leech, 
cut off legs and do other things 
that hurt almost as much as their 
razors do now. What are the pre- 
vailing styles of whiskers now ?”’ 





BETTING ON A SURE THING, 
BisseE—‘‘(Hic!) I wonder who left that umbrella there? I'll bet yo’ won’t be too late to ketch dis 


sum blamed fool of a drunkard ain't fur from it.” 





MR. ARKENS (throwing back his coat )—‘‘ Thank you.” 


“ Sart’nly, sah.” 

And—but of course you have 
that on your shelves—Capulini’s 
scalpitarium ?” 

“No, sah. We hain’t fell to 
usin’ dat yit, sah.” 

“What?” exclaimed the tall 
man, grabbing his valise, opening 
it, and taking out a square black 
bottle with a gold label. “Don’t 
use the greatest tonsorific of the 
age? Then let me” 

“Yo’s de nex’, sah!” said the 
barber. The tall man looked up 
at the clock. 

“Jiminetty!” he exclaimed. 
“ Half-past six! I'll bet nine shil- 
ling I’m too late to catch Jobson!” 

The tall man grabbed his valise 
and rushed out. The barber went 
to the door and looked after him. 

‘I spec’ mebby yo’ is too late 
to ketch Jobson!” said he. “ But if 
yo’ jes’ come roun’ dis way ag’in, 





hyuh boot, yo’ w’ite trash yo’ !” 


ED. MOTT, 
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A FICKLE MAN. 


“T see the mikado has been 
reconstructing the Japanese cab- 
inet; that’s the second change 
this year.” 

“Ts that so? Why, I’ve had 
a Japanese cabinet in my parlor 
for five years and _ haven’t 
changed it once.” 





WHAT TO EXPECT. 


GABRIEL ( placing his trumpet to 
his lips)\—“ Toot! too” 

Mr. Houtman (ising suddenly) 
—“T object !” 
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THE SPOUT. 
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OFTEN REMARKED TO THE 
BUTTON. 


Gos_tin—“ Here’s a new collah 
called the ‘Yuba Dam.’” 

Do.tty—“I must buy some. 
They will go well with my col- 
lar-button.”’ 


SO THEY DO. 
“T know where the ghosts all 
live, papa,” remarked Johnny 
umso. 
“Where, Johnny?” 
‘*In gnome man’s land.” 


4 


yf’ 


Ae 


' 


‘* Boo ! hoo-hoo!” yelled little Johnny. 







“* What is the matter, dear?” said his mother. NEAR-SIGHTED. 
**Boo-hoo! Me an’ Jimmy Green was playin’ like we was cats out on the UNCLE SILE (who has strolled into the Sons of Isaac dinner by mistake)— 
coal-shed, when some one raised up a window and hit me in the head with a boot- ‘‘ Excuse me, gents; I didn’t know they wuz a mowin’-machine fact’ry in this 


jack.” buildin’.” 






































some of the western states. 


NE often hears of tickets sent 
For balls or grand receptions, 
And wedding ‘‘ cards” that complement 
Love’s weight of sweet conceptions. 


The fire-light shows each tender face, 
Their hands press close together 

The while he says, ‘‘ Give me the place 
In clear or stormy weather 





EXCITEMENT 
BurBANK—‘‘ What’s the trouble ?”’ 


AN EVEN EXCHANGE, ETC. 


MINISTER—“ John, you know that barrel of 
sermons down cellar marked ‘No. 1’ ?” 

Joun—“ Yes, sir.” 

MINISTER—“I wish you would put a new head 
on it and address it to Rev. Sepworth Sopwait, 
Shropshire, England.” 

Joun—“ Yes, sir.” 

MINIsTER—“ And, John, won’t you inquire at 
the steamship office and see if there isn’t a bar- 
rel for me from Shropshire, England ?” 


SAME THING. 


Jack (impatiently)—“ What do you want to 
howl ‘Rats!’ for in that idiotic manner when- 
ever you hear an old story?” 

Nep—“ Probably for the same reason that you 
yell ‘Chestnuts !’ when any body springs an old 
gag on you.” 

Jacx—“ But there’s some sense in that. There’s 
a story connected with chestnuts.” 

Nep—“ Exactly ; and there’s a tail connected 
with rats.” 
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The young folks stir together, by invitation of ** sets” or ** turns. 
o’olock in the morning with the next year’s supply of apple-butter secured. 


They gather round the ruddy gleam, 
The stars shine down so brightly, 

The kettle throws its juicy steam 
And every heart throbs lightly. 





IN HIGH ST. 





‘* We'll see whever I gits dat yer new bunnit er not ! 


MAKING THE APPLE-BUTTER. 


Apple-butter making is a geese industry through the mountainous part of West Virginia. It is also extensively made in Pennsylvania and 
he big copper kettle is swung gyPSY style out in the open air, and provided with a long double-handle stirrer, 


hey have fun, love-making, etc., etc., and get the kettle off at two or three 


But with the rustic belles and beaux 
To raise a joyful flutter 

Send word what night they all propose 
To stir the apple-butter ! 


Then, when some blushing maiden sees 
Her favorite swain prefer her, 

She quickly smiles assent to ‘‘ Please 
The next set be my stirrer ?”’ 


‘** To stand with you thro’ life, my dear, 
Whate’er its toil or splutter, 
And side by side each happy year 
We'll stir our apple-butter.” 


INDA BARTON HAYS, 
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LOUIS SOCIETY. 


RoGGEKson—“‘ Colonel Dudley of Kansas got to jigging too hard in the cotillon, and his revolver went off.” 





A HARD THING FOR CLAUDE TO SAY ANYTHING 


I keeps yer dar, Claude, till yer says ‘ yes.’” 



















RATHER GLAD THAN OTHERWISE. 


Visits of ceremony. 

A gentleman, with his card-case in 
hand, rings the bell. 

“Are Mr. and Mrs. B. at home?” 

“You sie.” 

“Very well; then I'll call again. 


A SURE SIGN. 


Two blind men are on a train. 

Suddenly loud smacks are heard all 
over the car. ; 

“There,” said one to the other, 
“that’s the fourth tunnel we have 
passed through to-day.” 
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CROWDING ON THE AGONY. 


Mr. PLANKINGTON—“‘ You have utterly crushed me by your refusal, Miss Bentinct; but you will not refuse me the pleasure of one last waltz?” 
Miss Benrincr—‘‘ I don’t mind one dance, but I can’t conceive how it can be a pleasure to you,” 








THE SMART MONKEY—IN FIVE ACTS. 


HOW HE HAPPENED TO FAIL. 


“Senator Stanford made his first 
dollar by selling horseradish,” re- 
marked Snively. 

“That accounts for my poverty,” 
added Snodgrass. “I. don’t know 
horseradish when I see it.” 


DIDN’T SEE THEM. 


“T understand you have just been 
down to St. Louis?” 

“Yes; spent three days there.” 

“Did you see any of the big-bugs 
of the place?” 

“No; I went to a brand-new hotel.” 


a 
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HER ARGUMENT. 


Well, no, not handsome in the least—his figure’s straight and tall; Out of the common way. He smokes more than he ought to do; 

He has good teeth and roguish eyes, nice hair, his hands are small. But then, I love him so I’ve learned to love tobacco too! 

On every block you'll meet a man much handsomer than he, 

But then, I love him—that makes all the difference, you see. And, yes, he has a temper—he is not an angel, quite. 
He scolds me often; but I think he’s nearly always right, 

Not rich—far from it. He is just a book-keeper down-town. And even if he wasn’t I should try to think he was, 

Of course his salary can’t be much; he works for Black & Brown. Because 'twould break my heart to really quarrel; and because— 

I dare say we shall have to take the smallest kind of flat 


To start with; but I love him, so I shall not care for that. Oh, just because. And I can’t help it—that explains it best. 


It doesn’t? Well, then nothing will. You think I am possessed? 
He isn’t talented at all. He doesn’t paint nor sing You say I make myself a slave, and wonder how I can? 
Nor rhyme; nor show, indeed, a special taste for anything But, dear, I see you don’t know what it is to love a man. 


MADELINE S, BRIDGES, 





AT OUR BOARDING HOUSE. 


“If there is one thing I appreciate more than. 
another, it is a good piano,” said Miss Staleybutt, as 
she seated herself and ran her fingers across the keys. 

“T hdpe the neighbors will be of the same opinion,” lO om a 
snarled old Jugerson, as he drew his chair as far Ao, PIA EU NT Tg! 
from the instrument as possible, and struggled with oa. 
the evening paper in a dimly-lighted corner of the 
room. 

“Music hath charms,” sighed Miss Simper. She 
was a faded-out little blonde and thought life had no 
knowledge but aphorisms, of which she had about a 
score at her fingers’ ends. 

“Charms! I should say it had,” said young 
Slasher. “ Play us that air from the Mulligan Guards; 
let’s see! How does it go? Tra le la le la le de da—”’ 

“The Mulligan Guards!” said Miss Staleybutt. 
“T never heard of the opera. Is it by Verdi?” 

“Very likely,” said Slasher. ‘‘ Anyhow it’s by far 
the best I ever heard. How does that go? Tra lala 
le la——” 

“ Now, is not this devilish?” said old Jugerson from 
the obscurity of his corner. 

“ Play ‘’Tis sweet to love,’” suggested Miss Simper. 

“Play the devil,” said Jugerson. 

“Do you know anything of Claribel’s,” proceeded . 
Miss Simper, not heeding the interruption. 

“Here, I’ve got it now,” ejaculated young Slasher. 
“Tra la la la le de de da!” 

“Or, ‘Under the willow,’” said Miss Simper. 

“ Or under the Hudson River,” said Jugerson. 

“‘Let me try ‘I stood on the Bridge at Midnight, 
said Miss Staleybutt. 

““Ay, do, by all means,” said Jugerson, “and go 








ALMOST TICKLED TO DEAT'II. 
and stand there.” Mr. Kit JAMES, of Saugerties. (07 the avenue)—‘'I knowed it wuz an open winter, but I 


“*The day when you'll forget me,’”’said Miss Simper. 


didn’t expect to find th’ flies so thick in this ere city,” 


“Gosh, but I'd like to see it,” said Jugerson. 

“No, this is it. Tra la de da da da, tra le dadadade. 
Just give me the key, will you?” said Slasher. 

“Here, take mine,” said Jugerson, producing his 
night key; “and stay out as late as you like. I shan’t 
want it till to-morrow.” 

“*The heart bowed down,’” said Miss Staleybutt. 

“ That’s me,” said Jugerson. 

“Try ‘Where, oh where is my little dog gone?’” said 
Slasher. 

“T’d take an interest in the question if you’d only go 
after it,” said Jugerson. 

“ How tender!” said Miss Simper. 

“Here’s something beautiful,” said Miss Staleybutt, 
and the keys fairly crashed as she swept her fingers over 
them. 

Jugerson only groaned. 

“There’s a sick lady up stairs,” said the landlady, 
putting her head in at the door, “‘and she says, if you 
only wouldn’t mind not playing for to-night i 
Miss Staleybutt closed the piano with a bang. 
Marrinrone “Tell her that I'l] pay her doctor’s bills if she’ll only 
give bonds to be sick every night tiliI get out of this 
hole,” said Jugerson. 























THE HEIGHT OF SELFISHNESS. “ How touching,” said Miss Simper. 
OFFICER SCHWANENFLUGEL (at home)—‘‘ Dot Fritzey vos von hog, Gretchen!” And the parlor relapsed into its normal condition. 
Mrs. SCHWANENFLUGEL—“‘ So-0-0?” 
OFFICER SCHWANENFLUGEI.—‘‘ Yaw! Vhen I goes me for mein pipe, he trinks all der 


bier, unt only leaves dot mooch fer der baby!” De dog dat bahks toe much doan’ git time toe bite. 
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THE EDUCATION OF A CALLIOPE. 


GROGAN THE NEWSDEALER—“‘ Thot’s right, dar-rlin ; yure doin’ shpiendid, an’ THE Baby (fifteen years later)—‘‘ E-x-t-r-a!!!” 
Oi wouldn’ shtop yez fer th’ wur-rld. Wan more good yell now, that's th’ bye.” 
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A VALUABLE TWIST. 


DERRYLICK—"‘I like the appointments of your room very much, old man, Jack LAzEE—‘“ He's trained, don’t you know.’ 
but I don’t see what you keep that apology of a dog around for,” 





AN AID TO PEREGRINATION. 
WHITE-MOUNTAIN NATIVE—‘‘I’m kinder bold askin’ it, but what’s that Tourist—‘“‘ That's my tire, friend. I find it very useful going down hill, 


iron thing round your waist ?” Good-morning.” 








Folks have ears and so have clams and oysters. 
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DURING THE FLORIDA HONEYMOON. 


” 


Mrs. WINDRAM—‘‘I wonder what they are all doing at home to day ! 
Mr. WINDRAM ( fensively)—‘‘ Enjoying themselves, I hope. 


thirty-day note, we go home by freight, c. 0. D.’ 


AN ESSAY ON EARS. 


’ 
Corn also Wont. 


(70 himself.) \f that father-in-law of mine isn’t at the bank protecting my last 


Some folks have ears and can’t hear, and some have them and 
Some again hear everything, and more, too. 


If my ears 


has ears and even walls have them. There is one nice, polite 
thing about a wall—he never tells on a fellow. I say “he” 
because a wall makes me think of a man inthis respect. Clams 
and oysters don’t tell all they know either. Who ever heard of 
a clam listening to what a couple of oysters were gossiping about 
and running to tell all of his relations that one of them had a 
pearl and was trying to sell if off onshares? No one ever heard 
of suchathing. Why, you have to cut a clam’s ears clean open 
to get him to shell out anything at all; and it’s just so with 
oysters. As to folks, their ears run in different sizes. If you 
see a man with little, economical ears hugging up close to the 
chalk him 


are hearing aright, that’s Maria in the next room, whacking my 
little fac-simile, and yelling to me to stop quilling and go to 
bed, and—I'll stop right ’ear. 

IONE L, JONES, 


ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY. 


Miss ManHattaNn—“ Do you consider marriage a failure, 
Mrs. Lyvewayt ?”’ 

Mrs. Lyvewayr (ef Chicago)—“ Of course I don’t. If it were 
not for marriage, how could there be such a thing as divorce?” 


sides of his head, 


VIsITOR TO GALLERY—‘“‘T suppose the senator from 
Kentucky is composing a speech. 
looks.” 

THE SENATOR (fo page)—‘‘ Don't take it away, sonny. 
You can fill her up again in a minute.” 


down as stingy. Big ears are the 
symptoms of generosity. 
Such an individual will give 
you his peace of mind, give 
you all his bad debts, give 
warning; in fact give his 
wife away, his heart is so 
crammed with the overflow- 
ing liquid of generosity. 
Big ears are good some- 








times when the wind blows, 
acting as sails. I am ac- 
quainted with a man who 
hires himself out every 
summer to the proprietor 
of a boat-house. He just 
seats himself in the equator 
of a row-boat, with his face 
to the wind, and away she 
goes. One day he was going 
with such force he ran into 
a steam yacht, cut her in 
two, and came out on the 
other side without scratch- 
ing the paint off his boat. 
Here’s a conundrum. I 
never made one _ before. 
When does a lady’s head 
contain a party? Give it 
up? Allright. When she 
has a gathering in her ear. 
Corn has pretty honor- 
able sort of ears. Imagine 
corn peaching on a squash ! 
He’d pull his yellow hair 
close down over his ears, 
and grow dry and husky 
before he’d do such a thing. 


STRAWS SHOW, ETC. 


See how pensive he 





THE LAST SAD BLOW, 


I.YNN SAuGus (the tramp, who has been begging old shoes with 
no success at all)—‘' Dummed if that cobbler ain’t got th’ longest leg- 
reach I ever felt,” 








Smiliag with girlish grace. 





And it swayed from her slim white hand, 
And instead of fluttering to my feet 


It fell on a man in the band. 





A CRISIS IN COLORADO. 


The sun was just rising over the snow-derbied peaks of the 
Sangre de Cristo—not so much because it found any profit in at- 
tending to business in that part of the country, as because of a 
fixed habit of rising at daybreak. There was nothing unusual in 
this sunrise; nor yet about the other matutinal ryes which Wide- 
awake Hank was at the same moment assimilating as an orb-aperi- 
ent. Not that Hank needed an eye-opener, either. The Utes, in a 
moment of mirth and abstraction, had eloped with his eyelids, so 
that he now slept with both eyes open—whence his soubriquet. It 
was mere force of habit withHank also—and he was easily forced. 

Having thus turned their rise in opposite directions, the two 
full orbs fell to work—the sun to scatter its rays,and Hank to 
raise his scattered traps. Slinging his steel-trusty rifle across 
his shoulder and hitching up his buckskin breeches, the bold 
hunter toiled up the rocky cafion of Wagon creek, rapidly ac- 
quiring pants that were not buckskin, and the only hitch to 
which was in his lungs, 

“Cain’t chew no rag on this yer luck,” grunted Hank, deftly 
extracting his third ermine from the second trap, and buttoning 
its head through a button-hole of his duck coat. And in truth 
there was no cause for complaint. Despite the circumambient 
winter, every trap had experienced an eariy spring, and Hank 
felt fully justified in removing their furs. 

On, on up the frozen slope he strode, slightly daunted by the 
half-dozen bears and numerous smaller game now pendant from 
the various angles of his anatomy, but buoyed up by a strong 
will and two liberal legacies. 

So the day wore-on. The sun was just going down when 








HE NEVER TRAVELED THAT WAY. 
Mr. ConecAKE—“‘ Ticket for Pecosset, Rhode Islan’.” 
AGENT—“‘ Air line?” 

Mr. ConecAKE— “ Blame it, no! 


Steam cars.” 


THE JACQUEMINOT. 


HE tossed me a rose from the box where she sat 
With the shadowy light on her face, 
Under the brim of her pluméd hat 


I sang to her—and her eyes met mine, 
As she threw me the flower from her hair, 
With a shy sweet look that was half divine, 


Like the dew on the Jacqueminot rare. 


But her aim was as bad as her eyes were sweet, 


A fat, bald man, with a big bass-drum. 
And an Eiffel-red tinge to his nose, 
And he smiled to himself as he saw it come— 


My beautiful Jacqueminot rose ! 


She shrarvk back under the curtains dim 
As he fastened it over his breast, 
And out through the footlights I glared at him 


With a scowl of fierce unrest. 


But | calmed the heat of my bosom’s strife 
And I went to the box to see ; 
And I learned that she was the fat man's wife, 


And it hadn’t been meant for me! 
* KATE MASTERSON. 


Se aoe 


BRUTAL. 


Mrs. BonFANT—‘‘ Mr. Guyerre paid me a charming compliment to-night. 
He said I didn’t look a single day over twenty-five.” 
Mr. BonFANt—‘' You don’t. You look thousands.”’ 


Hank hastily pried open his last trap—bound not to let the sun 
get ahead of the old man on the setting business—and started 
for his little ’dobe-chinked cabin on the Trincheras, running 
down the steep trail like a village gossip. 

But alas for the sturdy trapper! He had waited too long, and 
was now traveling on the time of a special landslide which was 
running wild on the same track. Suddenly the ground trembled 
and a terrific roar tilled his ears, after which contract the slide 
had to forego the pleasure of roaring the rest of its course. 
Hank was hurled violently to the earth, his hands clutching the 
rifle above his head. A seventeen-ton bowlder took up a home- 
stead in his midst and trespassed upon his liver. The sudden 
attachment of his abdomen for his spine reminded him grimly 
of the time he was snowed up in the Greenhorns for sixteen days 
without a morsel. It was a crisis wherein the boldest might 
despair; but Hank had other matters too pressing to waste 
time. Brushing the death-dew from his forehead, and discard- 
ing the rattle in his throat, he reached down into his boot and 
drew forth a phial of snowy globules. It was his supply of 
Muggins’s big bile pills. [I fear there is a discrepancy about 
our hero’s reaching down through that thirty-four thousand 
pounds of porphyry, but you must seek your redress from the 
proprietors of M.B.B.P.—I merely give the facts as they were 
stated to me. |] 

A hasty gulp, and the dying man’s eyes brightened. His liver 
reasserted itself, and the cowed bowlder slunk away to its lair, 
while Hank hastened home to write an article on his miraculous 
escape, for the leading magazines. It has satisfied the captious 
editorial critics, and may be found in all of them—the magazines 
not the critics—third page from the back cover. 


Cc, F, LUMMIS, 
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COUNTRY COMFORTS. 
FARMER GIFFINS—‘‘ Ain’t your face changed some sence last night? 


I don’t remember that ’ere goatee.” 


TRANSIENT GuEstT—“‘ My friend, I’ve just washed. That's an icicle.” 


CAUSE FOR ANXIETY. 


O.p Mr. Fotsom—“I was over to Cua- 
berry’s to-day, and they have received a 
letter from the college president telling ‘em 
that Jim, who is in the college, has certainly 
got the divine afflatus, or suthin’ like that.” 

Op Mrs. Fotsom—“ You don’t say! Is 
the family worried any?” 


HIS INTENTION. 


Younc tapy—“ And do you come down 
the same way you go up, Mr. Sandbag?”’ 

Ba.toonitst—“ No, miss; I try to come 
down feet first.” 


UNAPPRECIATED. 
Mrs. QUILTY (who has presented Quilty with a pair of ear-muffs) 


—** Hov yez thim on yez, John?” 


Mr. Quitty—*‘ Oi hov, Kathie ; but th’ felly thot sould yez thim 
specs chated yez, Sorra th’ t'ing Oi kin see!” 
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AN UNCONSCIOUS NUISANCE. 


y 

AN INTERRUPTION. 
THE PARSON—‘‘ And you, Elvira, prom” 
Durstin—‘‘ Hold on, there! Just because 
you are marrying us you've got no call to be so 


almighty familiar. This is Miss Williams so far, 
and don’t you forget it.’ 











Conpuctror—‘‘ Who stopped this train?” 
UNCLE StatTEs—‘‘I didn t, boss. 
my grip an’ turned in.” 


I ain't moved sence I hung up 


IT SUPPORTED HIM. 


“You have no right to send me up asa 
vagrant,” said a lame beggar toa magis- 
trate. 

“You have no visible means of support,” 
replied the judge. 

““What’s the matter with this crutch?” 


YEARS AGO. 


“See that ragged fellow over there? 
Well, some years ago, I saw him in the park 
in his own carriage.” 

“You don’t mean it?” 

“Yes; Ido. He was a baby then and 
his nurse was wheeling him.” 


QUALIFYING A JEST. 

Miss BENBow—‘‘ It’s been a standing joke between Tom and my- 
self, Molly, to see that clumsy Mr. Eakins following you around.” 

Miss TRENEGAR—“‘It’s a sifting one with me, dear. 


He hasn’t 


been on his feet for ten seconds at a time all the afternoon.” 


















WHY AND BECAUSE? 
OR, 
The Curious Child Answered. 





BY BILLY, A BAD BOY WHAT’S BEEN TO YOURROPE. 





‘* Papa,” said Fanny, as she nestled on the Professor’s knee, 
after dinner, ‘‘ What is a dude?” 

‘““A dude, my love; a dude—” said the professor, evidently at 
a loss to classify that specimen of the genus omo—“ Well, 
Fanny, a dude is a cross between a man and a monkey; or, in 
other words the ‘missing link’ that Darwin tried so hard to 
find.” 

“What is the physical condition of a dude, papa?” asked 
Fanny, remembering the question her teacher had put to her 
that day in the geography class. 

“The body slim and slender; a sickly crop of down covers the 
upper lip. The pedal extremities are somewhat contracted. 
The upper portion of the body is surmounted by a small promi- 
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FROM A FOREIGN POINT OF VIEW. 
OCKHEIMER ( just landed at the barge office)—‘‘How is destaidt of de 
kountrish? ” , 


SoLomons (deen here six months)—‘‘It vould be goot only dere vos 
too many Amerigans in it alretty.” 
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- Somehow the scenes are blended— 
: The grove and lighted hall, 

a For when the summer ended 

The frost killed love and all. 


The stars still shine, but coldly, 
The grove is bare and cold; 
Here once I wooed her boldly— 
The summer made me bold. 


The grove, the breezes sighing 
Were allies of my plea; 
Now wealth makes wooing buying, 
While love scorns poverty. 
My love and summer's ended 


Yet still the scenes are blended 
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THE FIRST FROST. nence commonly called ‘the head,’ 
the top of which is covered by 
thin, fine hair, which, by the aid 
of the tonsorial artist and false 
bangs, is made to closely resem- 
ble that of a well-kept poodle.” 

“What covers the surface of the 
dude, papa?” said Fanny, becom- 
ing interested. 

“The interior covering, my 
dear, is fine silk underwear; a re- 
form double-action feminine cor- 
set, with a full supply of cot- 
ton in the clasped arrondisements 
around the upper portion of the 
body, over which an elaborate 
frilled shirt, with lace trimmings 
and pantalettes to match, is 
placed. The lower extremiities 
are then encased in extremely 
tight-fitting pantaloons, which 
accounts for the peculiar gait of 
the species. A very short coat, 
remarkable for its property of 
rendering visible the posterior 
curvature of the body, covers the 
arms and shoulders,” 

. “Are dudes productive?” 

“Yes, of much matter to the 
patient,persevering paragrapher.” 


I sigh with foolish pity 
For what I suffered then, 

When she went to the city 
And I took up my pen. 


But now the hall gleams brightly 
With splendor wrought of men, 

And here she greets me lightly, 
Though I love her now as then. 


And frost is on my years, 


When gazed at through my tears. 


A, T, WORDEN, 
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OBLIQUITY OF VISION. 


NvursE—“‘ Doctor, what did you graft on to that fellow’s eye the other day?’ 
SuRGEON—“‘ A piece of the cornea of a rabbit.” 


NursE—“‘ That accounts for it. 


Somebody sent him a bouquet this morning 
and he ate it. 


He thought it was a cabbage.” 


“Where do dudes predominate?” 

“Principally in front of metropolitan hotels and theatres, 
where they stand for hours, all unconscious of the admiring 
glances of the fair sex or the grinning gags of the newsboys 
and the street Arabs.” 

“Do dudes ever marry, papa?” 

“No, dear; their mission in the world is too exalted to permit 
of their entangling themselves in a matrimonial alliance.” 

“What is their mission, papa?” 

“To show the world that some men might be angels if they 
were not born ‘a little lower.’ But Forepaugh will be here in a 
few days, dear, and then, no doubt, I shall have an opportunity 
to make a thorough examination of the species, because he 
always has the latest curiosities. Now, my dear, a kiss; I must 

a” 
“ Adude, papa.” 





A LITTLE MENTAL ARITHMETIC, 


In a bakery. 

“ Please, mum, how much are those buns?” 

“Well, my little man, I’ll give you six for five cents.” 

“Six for five? That’s five for four; four for three; three for 
two, two for one, and one for—nothing. Please, mum, one’s all 
I want.” 


TRIED TO FOLLOW THE 
DIRECTIONS. 


Jones had been quite ill. One 
day the doctor called and found 
him in a bath-tub. 

“Why, man, are you crazy? 
You must be anxious to die!” 

“No, I ain’t,” protested poor 
Jones; “but didn’t you say that 
your last medicine was to be taken 
in water?” 


“You are from Chicago, I take 
it,” said Jones to a traveler ‘with 
much voice. “ Yes,” said the trav- 
eler, with emphasis, “yes, thank 
heaven! Escaped two days ago.” 
It presently transpired that he was 
from St. Louis. 


JUDGE’S ANNUAL. 


A SOLILOQUY. 


Miss ANTIQUE (at her toilet)—‘‘ With all thy false I love thee still.” 


IT FAILED TO WORK FOR ONCE. 


CRITICISED THE INGRE- 
DIENTS. 


“Do you call that beef-stew?” 
asked a customer of a waiter in a 
cheap restaurant just as he had 
nearly ruined his set of false teeth 
by biting on some substance ot 
stony hardness. 

“ Beef? Yes, sir; certainly, sir.” 

“Well, if it is, you needn’t have 
put in the horns,” was the tart re-, 
joinder. 


PREACHES, BUT NO PRACTICE. 


‘ Who is that frightfully-dressed 
woman that you just recognized? ” 

“That is Madame Prim, editor 
of a fashionable magazine.” 


‘* The natives of South Africa capture monkeys by boring holes in cocoanuts just large enough for the insertion of a paw. The nut is then filled with sugar, 
and the monkey, after reaching in and grasping a handful, is too greedy to let it go, and is consequently captured "—From ‘* Travels in Africa.” 
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Miss CARRINGTON (0f Rhode Island)—‘‘ I'm awfully obliged to you for the invitation ; and being simply a Narragansett Pier acquaintance, I thought 
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RENEWING OLD TIES. 


I'd come in the dress you've usually seen me in.” 


THE PRESENTS SHE BOUGHT. 


“T’ve been out all day buying Christmas presents,” said Mrs. 
Gummey to Mrs, Gargoyle, “and I’m about tired to death.” 


“ What did you get?” 

“Well, for brother Jack I got 
a lovely smoking-jacket.” 

“But Jack doesn’t smoke.” 

“No; but the jacket was just 
too sweet for anything, and it 
just suits his complexion. And 
I got brother Will a pair of 
skates.” 

“Skates for Will! Why, he 
couldn’t skate a step if his life 
depended on it.” 

“T know, but I just couldn’t 
think of anything else.” 

“What other presents did you 
buy?” 

“A lovely oil painting for 
grandma.” 

“ Why, she’s nearly blind.” 

“Yes; but the parlor really 
needed another picture.” 

“What else?” 

“T got an exquisite music-box 


for grandpapa.” 
“Exactly ! He’s as deaf as an 
adder.” 


“Oh, well, he’ll appreciate the 
intention of the gift.” 

“Yes, of course. What did 
you get for your husband ?” 

“Oh, I got him a lovely hall 
hat-rack. We needed one so 
badly, and I thought now was a 
good time to get one.” 


STAT(E)ISTICAL. 


ConpucTor (as the train touches 
the Illinois border)—“ Chicago ! 
Change cars for the rest of the 
planet. Those wishing to go 
direct to hades, please keep their 
seats,” . 
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A REAL RUDE MAN. 


Boston Girt— I don’t like Uncle Ben a bit. 
all about ships, but he doesn’t know anything about etiquette.” 
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A DIFFERENCE WITH A DISTINCTION. 


First cHiLD—‘‘ My father never gets trusted for anything.” : 
SECOND CHILD (with pity)—~'' Don't he? My father gets trusted all over.” 





















































He may know 


Her MAMMA — “ What’s_ he 
done, Emeline?” 

Boston GIRL—“ He told Char- 
ley last night that he didn’t like 
the cut of his jib. And you 
know, mamma, Charley doesn’t 
wear jibs.” 


POP-CORN. 


“IT acknowledge the corn,” he 
replied, when he found himself 
beaten in the discussion. 

“Does it pop?” asked the 
sweet girl slyly. 








WHAT SHE WANTED. 


UNDERTAKER — “And _ what 
will you have on the headstone, 
Mrs. Blifkins? I suppose some- 
thing regarding the true quali- 
ties of Mr. Blifkins as a husband 
and father?” 

Wipow—“ Yes; but nothing 
compromising, as I expect to be 
led to the altar again shortly.” 





SAME SMELL. 


HEAD OF THE HOUSE—“ Mr. 
Amulet, I don’t object to your 
coming to the house, but you 
must stop smoking those vile 
cigarettes in the parlor. The 
smell is all over the house.” 

Younc MAN—“I haven’t been 
smoking cigarettes, sir.” 

HEAD OF THE HOUSE—“ Heav- 
ens! I left them overshoes in 
the oven!” 





To be effectual, sympathy 
should be given asa draught— 
not applied externally. 
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AN APPOSITION OF SIZES. 


EpITorR OF THE ‘‘ FAMILY BREWER”--‘‘ Py chim! dot vos too mooch! 


. a . a tar oe ; . 7” “ +s 
STRANGER Any chance ter sell yer some number one poetry, boss ? Who let dot feller climb up on dot partitions yoost now ?” 
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THE HATCHET NOT BURIED. 
VETERAN IN BLUE—‘“‘I can’t be mistaken. Weren't you at Gaines’s Mill?” 
VETERAN IN GRAY—‘* I was.” 
VETERAN IN BLUE—‘‘ Weren't you shot through the left ear in a hand-to- VETERAN IN GRAY—“ Well, I've been lookin’ fer you fer ’bout twenty-seven 


hand conflict?” years, you mink-hearted buzzard, you!” 
VETERAN IN GRAY—‘‘I was.” 
VETERAN IN BLUE—‘“‘ I’m the man who did it.” 








THE ‘‘EXCLUSIVE” CIGAR-HOLDER 
Designed to prevent getting bad cigar-smoke in the owner's face. 











JUDGE'S 
THE MAN WHO INTERRUPTED. 


THERE was a man who was 
continually interrupting. He 
occupied a rear seat of the 
smail room of the debating so- 
ciety, He wastall and lean and 
old. He wore his thin gray 
hair long, and his thin face had 
a sleepy look excepting when 
he interrupted, when it would 
suddenly assume an expression 
of uncommon intelligence, that 
faded as rapidly and unexpect- 

edly as it came. His shoulders were composed 
mostly of bone; and as he leaned forward, the bet- 
ter to accommodate his almost fleshless hands to 
the handle of a green cotton umbrella, his long, 
lank countenance, with. sunken cheeks and high 
cheek bones, looked as if it were grossly misplaced 
and might far better have been somewhere else. 

“T hold, Mr. President,” said one of the orators for 
the affirmative with argumentative persuasiveness, 
“that if Logan had been fairly treated he would 
not have been called upon to make that pathetic 
speech, as the last of his race, which it appears is 
nevertheless destined to echo down the cor- 
ridors”’ 

This man opened his mouth at that crisis of the 
speaker’s effort, disclosing two yellow and particu- 
larly long front teeth, and, pausing merely to eject 
some juice of tobacco, cried out with a shrill voice, 
which appeared to have previously been located in 
the roof_of his mouth, “‘ Hooray for Jackson!” 

The speaker was paralyzed and the audience felt a chill; but 
there was no disposition to question the propriety of the sug- 
gestion, and the man retained his position just as if he hadn't 
said anything at all. 

“TI am aware,” said a debater on the negative side, “that the 
reputation of the late Mr. Logan as a martyr is very great. He 
was doubtless a good Indian as Indians go. The question does 
not relate, however, to the character of Mr. Logan. We will go 
back to the original proposition. Has the Indian a right to the 
land ”"—— 

At this juncture the man described drew his coat more closely 
about his spare form, nervously replaced within the proper in- 
terstice a button that had detached itself from the same, spit as 
before, blazed momentarily at the eyes, exclaimed, “ Hoorah for 
Thomas Jefferson!” and resumed his stolidity, permitting him- 
self not so much as a look of gratification because of his triumph 
of free speech. 

It was some time before the assemblage resumed its wonted 
attentiveness. The audience was puzzled and the speakers were 
embarrassed. ‘I wonder,” said one person with a look of horror 
in his face, to a companion speechless with surprise, “if he is 
going to do it again?” But finally the second orator for the 








affirmative began to speak, and after several wary looks at the 
impassive and unbidden spectator, and a cautious statement to 
the effect that he trusted there would be no interruptions, grad- 
“And what,” he remarked, “ of 
What of that warrior of warriors the manner of 


ually warmed to his work. 
Tecumseh? 


= ——— 


AT THE START. 
‘* Go slower, Theodore; I’m so frightened‘ ” 








EARLY CURIOSITY. 


Mr. AARONSON (¢rying to amuse his young- 
est)—‘* Tervinkel, Tervinkel, liddle shdar, 
How I vonder’s vat you are, 
Like a diamont in der shky ”—— 


ABEY—‘‘ Vere is dot timond, fader?” 


whose death is not positively known to this day? 
who killed ” 

The man had seemed to be asleep, but it was a hollow subter- 
fuge with intent to deceive. Suddenly rising, he paused to spit, 
disclosing as before the frail remnants of a once populous mouth, 
swung his green cotton umbrella wildly about his venerable 
head, and shrieked shrilly, in a voice tremulous with age, 
“Hooray for Samuel J. Tilden!’” Having done this, he resumed 
his seat, prepared to listen as well as his enthusiastic nature 
would permit to the remainder of the debate. 

But the orators said one to another, “We cannot go on. 
These interruptions are intolerable. We find ourselves waiting 
for them. They destroy all of our fine points. They are not 
even remotely connected with the subject. The man who inter- 
rupts must be put out.” 

They put him out. “Old man,” they said, as he patiently 
turned his face to the outer darkness, “are you the bull of 
Bashan, or Daniel in the lion’s den, or a late importation in 
swathes from the country of the Pharaohs? Or has there been 
a resurrection and did you come from one of our local 
graves?” 

He only turned and went deep into the darkness; and as he 
disappeared, the sphinx-like sobriety of his countenance pre- 
served tc the uttermost lineament as they last looked therein, 
there came back to them in fragments on the sighing winds the 
words, in shrill tones, “ Hooray—fer— James—Bookanin!” 

“Merciful heaven! ” exclaimed they, one to another, “it must 
have been the Veteran Observer.” 


My friends, 
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AT THE FINISH. 
“Quicker, Theodore; quicker! Oh, I could die skating!” 
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RIGHT ABOU? FACE. 


“Fo’ de lan’s saik! Mistah Preeders, am 
dis yo’self? An’ -— well, well, well! chile, 
how smoove you’se lookin’; an’ how’s d’ lehdy 
an’ d’ liddle chil’n, an’ dat big floutin’ gal o’ 

ourn? 

“Loddy mitey! seems y’ars an’ y’ars sence 
’r seen yer; ‘deed it does. 

“ Whar’s yer been? 

“Whar’s yer been, honey? 

“ Stan’ ober dar an luff me look et yer. 

“Fat an’ hearty an’ shinin’ like koaknut ile 
same ez eber, and dat same ole kin’ly smile a 
glit’rin’ up yo teef when d’ lips pop. 

“’R says ter aunty yis’ day, says I, ‘ Dat 
’Polinais Preeders gits hansomer en hansomer 
eb’ry tame ’r sees ‘m’—git ’r way ’r say, en 
luff d’ sun shine on dem count’nance whad’s 
all’ys like bammygillud fer de pore ole man 
ter see! Wah-he-ho-ho?” and he gurgled off 
into a paroxysm of admiring and laudatory chuckles. 

“] wuz a lookin’ fer yo’, unk’l;”’ this from Mr. Preeders. 

“Glad yo’ wuz, blessin’; glad yo’ wuz. ’T does d’ patr’arch’s 
heart good fer ter fink dat he’s cared fer b’ he’s fren’s. ‘Spec’ yo’ 
wan’s ter gub me one ’r dem bill-boa’d tickers fo’ d’ base-ball poler 
groun’s, en I'll be more’n pleased uf y’ll ’clude aunty. She’s pow’ful 
stuck on dat Keefer whad frows dem succular bawls.” 

“ Dat ain’ jes’ it, unk’l. I wuz proud to fink whad yo’ mighd len’ 
me fohteen caints fer t’ git m’ laundry out’n d’ hocker.” 

The old man turned on his heel, stepped on the toe of an interfer- 
ing newsboy, and as he strode majestically away he groaned, “ Dese 
strangah’s whad’s allus a pesterin’ a man on d’ street orter be ’rested 
en locked up tighter den Isr’el’s army! yas d’ ought, en I’se a speakin’ 
loud frum d’ heart!” 


DEPENDS ON THE GOODS. 


“ Oh, dear,” sighed Vereker, as he laid down the paper, “how I 
wish I had been born in India.” 

“Why?” said Mrs. Vereker. 

“Because I should have been a Hindoo, and, in the nature of 
things, you would have been a Hindoo, too.” 

“Qh, you’re sorry you didn’t marry a Hindoo, are you?” snapped 
the lady. “Very well, so am I; and you may go off to India, or 
Halifax, for aught I care, and find you one. Hindoo, indeed!” and 
she sniffed indignantly, 

“TI didn’t mean that, my dear,” said Mr. Vereker, submissively. “I 
want no wife but you. I wish you had happened to bea Hindoo 
lady, that’s all.” 
































A SLIGHT CHANGE—1. _ 
IRATE FATHER—“‘ Now come right along with me. I'll allow no 
miserable bookworm of a school-teacher to thrash a boy of mine. I'll 
teach him a lesson he won’t forget for many days.” 
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A SLIGHT CHANGE—2. 

FATHER—“‘ Did you lick this boy of mine this morning? ”’ 

TEACHER (with angelic smile)—‘‘ I did, sir.’ 

FATHER—“‘ Well, I just came down to say I’m much obliged to 
you. You see, I have an affection of the spine which has weak- 
| ened me so that I am unable to give him the necessary chastise- 
ment when he needs it. Good-day.” 





“So that I might go and burn myself on your 
funeral pyre when you died? Not much,and don’t 
you fool yourself. I’ve burned myself for you dur- 
ing your life, cooking your dinners and lighting 
your fires, but not after you die—no, siree. I’ve a 
| plan worth two of that,” and Mrs. Vereker pursed 
up her lips and looked successors and second hus- 























| bands at him. 
|  “T didn’t mean that either, dear,” said poor Mr. 
V., meekly. 

“ Well, can’t you tell me what you do mean?—that 
is, if you know yourself, which I very much doubt.” 

Without a word of retort, patient Mr. Vereker 
| took up the paper he had just laid down and read 
from it as follows: 

“ A single piece of linen or silk cloth, from five 
to six yards in length and a yard and a half wide, 
forms the whole dress of the women in India.” 
Here he lowered the paper and looked at his wife. 

“ That's just like your stinginess, Mr. Vereker,” 
said she, as soon as she got breath enough to an- 
swerhim. “You'd like to see me going round in 
a pocket handkerchief, I suppose, so you’d have 
more money for poker and things—but I wouldn’t 





HORNET TIME. IN THE COUNTRY. 


dress in one piece of goods like that for any man— 
unless,” she added reflectively, “the material were 


VOICE FROM UNDERNEATH THE BED—‘“‘ Oh, George, dear, have you killed the horrid thing yet?” | camels’-hair.” 
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Flow has it come to pass 








that all the world. 


insists on having 
PEARS’ SOAP ? 
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nothing but soap. 
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Pure Soap. 
Pears Soap. 
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Why Is It that numerous druggists accord to PEARS’ SOAP a foremost space 
in their shops, and justly extol its merits? BECAUSE they are 
shrewd enough to know that it draws trade; nor can there be any question but 
that PEARS’ being a perfect soap, deserves their honest commendation. 
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Warning ! Beware of the avarice of some other druggists, which prompts them 
to palm off cheap and worthless sudstitutes which afford larger 
profits. Shun these subterfuges, and see that you get the genuine PEARS’ 
SOAP which is proverbially known to be the best and purest soap in the world, 
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ee" Lnstst upon having Pears’ Soap. Substitutes 
_ are sometimes recommended by druggists for the 
sole purpose of making more profit out of you. es 
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THE SENATOR’S DAUGHTER. 
A LEGEND OF ANCIENT ROME, 


Y EARS and years ago Rome was young, and 
y brighter skies hung o’er a brighter earth. 
Within a massive castle which reared its 
head above the loftiest of the seven hills 
dwelt Clytonia, the beautiful daughter of 
the vice-president of the Roman senate. A 
motherless child, her heart had yearned for 
a deeper and more intense affection than 
that which her noble sire bestowed upon 
her. Many an evening, after the old gent 
had retired to his study to prepare an ad- 
dress on the oleomargarine or other impor- 
tant questions of the hour, would she wan- 
der out upon the frowning turrets and frame 
the features of her: ideal lover among the 
purple shadows that bathed the murmuring landscape. 

It was on one of these occasions that J. Brutus Collotinus 
caught on. A sad smile was all she bestowed upon him, but he 
gave her the wink, and the next evening found them wandering 
hand in hand toward the Regium ice cream parlors, on the site 
of which the castle of St. Angelo now stands. For two brief 
months in each other’s company they found unalloyed bliss, 
until one night the terrible reality burst upon J, Brutus that his 
idol, his Clytonia, mever could be his. 

Standing there on the bank of the dark Tiber, with the lights 
of the distant city crimsoning the dusky horizon and the zephyrs 
sighing in the low, drooping branches, she had reminded him of 
the mighty gulf that lay between them—between a senator’s 
daughter and a simple shepherd. Ah, caste is as old as passion! 

“Mercy, Clytonia!”’ he whispered hoarsely. “Do not break 
my heart with this terrible truth. Tell me, chippy, can you bid 





me hope?” 
“ Aye, love,” she retorted, seizing his six-shilling toga in her 
trembling grasp. “ Make a name for yourself—become famous, 


and, though it be for years, I will await the consummation of 
your struggles.” 

A last fond kiss, a stifled sob, and the moon broke through 
the fleecy clouds in time to see the saddest sight of earth—the 
parting of two lovers. 

* * * * 


Three years had passed away and the spring-tide once more 
crowned proud Rome with its verdant glories. Czsar the mag- 
nificent, Phe just, ever solicitous for the welfare of his subjects, 
had issued an edict to the effect that the framer of the most 
beneficial amendment to the Roman constitution would be the 
recipient of high honors at his hands—challenge open to all 
comers. 
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WHY THE DUKE WAS REJECTED. 


Mr. CuIne (of Cincinnati)—‘‘1 s’pose he’s honest enough, an I ain't got nothin’ agin 


him ’xcept one thing,” 
Miss Cuine—‘‘What is that, papa ?” 


Mr, Cuing—*‘ He don’t look any more like one of us reel pork-packers than a shoat 


looks like a giraffe,” 
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The senate was to pass upon the productions, and many were 
the anxious hearts that awaited the decision of that august body. 
At last the eventful day arrived. Toward evening the following 
effusion was posted on the bulletin board of the Vo/ksdlatt, as the 
victorious contribution: 


AMENDMENT TO THE ROMAN CONSTITUTION, 


Sec. 1. Every organ-grinder is forbidden to discourse chest- 
nut tunes over three months old under penalty of death and 
confiscation of his instrument. 

Sec. 2. All students of the violin, flute, tin whistle, harmonica, 
French horn and all other portable a//eged musical instruments 
not here specified, shall be compelled to pursuetheir studies at 
least three miles beyond the city limits. , 

Sec. 3. No landlord must allow more than two pianos on each 
flat, and each and every one of the instruments aforesaid must 
be muzzled between the hours of 6 p. m. and 8 a. m. 
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HE WAS A CLUB MAN. 
Mrs. Hoop.e’s pAapA—‘‘ Why, child! what are you doing?’ 
Mrs. HoopLe—‘‘ Trying to make home attractive for Tom during the holi- 
day season.” 


Sec. 4. The inventor and manufacturers of the or- 
ganette and all other al/eged musical instruments worked 
by a handle shall be banished from Rome and their pro- 
perty confiscated by the government. 

Sec. 5. Any citizen coming upon another citizen or 
alien whistling or singing a chestnut melody shall be 
justified in doing him grievous bodily injury, and such 
injury shall not be considered in a court of justice. 


[ Approved by the Roman Senate. | 


And beneath this wise statute appeared the name of 
J. Brutus Collotinus as the author. So elated were the 
great body of the Roman citizens with the amendment 
that at the ‘all election J. Brutus was chosen by an over- 
whelming -aajority as a member of the board of alder- 
men. He promptly married the fair Clytonia, and the 
very next year a franchise for a horse-car road on the 
Appian way was given by the aldermanic board to an 
—— old Roman. Scarcely three months after the comple- 
tion of this line J, Brutus Collotinus erected a castle 
even more costly and elegant than that of his father-in- 
law. He and ‘his bride took up their abode there and 
lived to a good old age, undisturbed by a solitary grand 
jury or senate investigating committee. 

WALTER STEPHEN MURPHY. 





NOT EXPERT TESTIMONY. 


“What! You have moved again? You must find it 
cheaper to move than to pay rent.” 
“I don’t know, I’m sure. I néver pay any rent.” 





“Hope is the poor man’s bread,” and charity some- 
times butters it. 
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TRUE HAPPINESS. 


The most eminent writers in all ages have declared that 
the first and greatest essential to human happiness is 
contentment; and it is undoubtedly true that contented 
persons are generally happy. But how are the great 
masses of people to gain this boon of contentment? Is it 
really attainable? We say, yes, by the great majority of 
persons, if they will keep their blood pure and their livers 
from growing torpid by using Beecham’s Pills. 
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JS SURE TO LIVE WELL 
FOR SICK HEADACHE AND ALL BILIOUS AND NERVOUS DISORDERS 


Such as a Weak Stomach, Loss of Appetite, Impaired Digestion, Constipation 


and all Liver Complaints, BEECHAM’S PILLS act like magic, rousing 
into action the whole physical energy of the human frame. 


These facts are admitted by all classes of society, and one of the best 
guarantees to the Nervous and Debilitated is that Beecham’s Pills have the 
largest sale of any patent medicine in the world. Full directions with each box. 


Sold by Druggists generally. B. F. ALLEN CO, 365 and 367 Canal St., New York, Sole Agents for the United States. 
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A NEW GARMENT. 


“ Say, Moses, look 
here, I’ve brung back 
them pants; they’re 
no good.” 

“ Mine frendt, vot is 
der madder mit dose 
pants?” 

“The fust time I 
/ put ’em on every 
blamed button come 
off.” 

“You vas not post- 
ed on der fushions, 
mine frendt. Dose is 
der new Kodak 
pants.” 

“What you givin’ us? What is Kodak pants?” 

“Oxeckly; dot shows your ignorance. Dem vos 
my two-dollar Kodak pants. ‘You press der but- 
tons undt ve does de rest.’ See? You vas righd 
in shtyle, mine frendt. Isaac, gif de shentleman a 
card of buttons, Good-day.” 





BORROWMORE BLOWER’S LETTER TO THE 
JUDGE. 


Rather late hours for a benedict, I’ll admit, but 
I don’t see why a man should be expected to give 
up every amusement just because he’s gone and 
got married. 

Mrs. Blower mildly insinuates that “a husband’s 
enjoyment should be beneath his own roof, If I 
preferred ‘stag’ parties, where revelry was kept up 
to all hours, why did I marry?” 

Had I told Mrs. Blower that I married her for 
the little annuity she settled on me, there would 
have been more remonstrance and more tears. 

I sought in every way, without compromising myself as the 
head of the house, to reconcile her to my little derelictions, but 
she remained immovable as a rock. 

Therefore, when Jamborino gave one of his inimitable even- 
ings at home last week, I prepared to go, and affected not to 
hear the sighs or see the tears. 

“The third night in one week that I have been left alone,” 
she murmured. 

I pretended not to hear her, for I was unyielding in my deter- 
mination to go, though my conscience told me I was spreading 
it on, to say the least, rather thick. Iam naturally kind-hearted 
and forgiving. I would show her that I didn’t take offence at 
her remarks regarding my neglect. 
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ON DANGEROUS GROUND. 


AunT RosaAnna—“* I took the liberty of instructing your modiste to have your ball-dresses cut 
with regard to the requirements of what promises to be a cold winter, my dears,”” 
CLEMENTINE—‘‘ We don’t get half a show, do we, Bess?” 


While thus ruminating on my way to Jamborino’s, I passed a 
millinery store. The show-window was full of those little 
calamities that women always want. Chief of them was a pink 
bonnet—a mite of an affair. I rushed in, for they were putting 
up the shutters, and purchased it. Pink was Mrs. Blower’s 
favorite color. I would send it as a “ peace-offering”’ to her at 
once. But the shopkeeper informed me that the errand-boy had 
gone home; he would send it off the first thing in the morning. 

That wouldn’t answer. I would take it to my beloved, myself. 
I demurred at his putting it in the regulation band-box. I had 
a capacious pocket in the tail of my coat, where it might be 
stowed away without damage either to the feathers or flowers, 

(Continued on page 60.) 
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THE ACCIDENT TO OUR PHOTOGRAPH CASE. 


It got ‘* pied" during the summer, and our office-boy has attempted to replace the name-cards where they respectively belong, with indifferent success. 
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THE 
FINEST CHAMPAGNE “in 
IN AMERICA. 
A HOME PRODUCT WE WHICH AMERI- 
tei CANS ARE ESPECIALLY 
The day is coming when ali men will wear PROUD OF. 
garters. The day is here when a | good propor- i One that reflects the § [tne 
tion of them realize that a man’s appearance — highest credit on the 
more than a woman’s requires a smooth and oS. ; a + i? 
well-held-up stocking. The BOSTON GAR- F a ; produces 1 
TER is the only comfortable garter on the mar- —7 a ee — 
ket. It automatically adjusts itself to any size [i 3 } MON auer NOTELA. 


of leg. It is the only garter which does not CLUBS, AND HOMES 
completely encircle the leg with an elastic band, ; IN PREFERENCE 
aud does not bind, in no way interfering with 3 pag 
the circulation. i . 
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Most Popular Monthly devoted to Pure Fun in the World. 
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‘TIS TIME TO RISE. 


W HEN cats forsake the backyard fence. 
, And drowsy maid in darkness dense 
Doth scratch a match to view the clock; 
When milkman, taking in the block 
Through various gates, doth briskly 

clink 
To fill the cans; with him we think 

We ought to rise. 





When dimly white the window gleams, 
And most familiar object seeins 
Unlike itself; when faint and far 
We hearken the first down-town car; 
When most we hate the thought of 
vi ** biz,” 
y This, this, alas! we feel this is 

The time to rise. 





ww 


When sunlight reddens on the floor, 
And carrier swift at basement door 
The morning paper gayly flings; 
When gently stir the breakfast things; 
When we to spring from slumber vow 
And—fall asleep, we now that now 
’Tis time to rise. MADELINE S, BRIDGES. 





(Continued from page 58.) 
so he wrapped it nicely in tissue paper, and I placed it therein, and 
went on my way to Jamborino’s, soothed in mind as to the result. 

It was late when I entered. A shout greeted my arrival. “He has 
broken away from the apronstrings!” ‘“ Threecheers and a tiger 
t for the hero!” The fun grew fast and furious. Thrice I started for 
: home, but was prevented by mine host from making my adieu. 
“If I left thus early,” he said, “all would follow suit.” At 
last I got away. 

As I was ascending my own steps, the neighboring clock 
chimed three. I fumbled in my pockets for my latch key, but it 
was not forthcoming. Alas! I was compelled to ring—once— 
twice—thrice—then I heard a light step. I drew the pink hat 
from my pocket. In sundry falls from Jamborino’s to my own 
door, I had flattened it like a pancake; but I had no time to re- 
medy it. Mrs. Blower stood in the open doorway confronting 
me. I handed the bonnet to her, and stammered: “ Take it, my 
dear; it’s a love of adove of a duck of a bonnet—a real, live 
bonnet—” If you could have seen the look she gave me, JuDGE, 
you wouldn’t be Blower; no, not for my little annuity, minus 
the incumbrances. Speak of “ ca- 
lamities” that befalla man. Mine 
is that pink bonnet, 
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THE OUTCOME OF THE SUIT. 
BrRYERTON—‘‘ There isn’t much left of you, my friend.” 


WITCHERS—‘“‘ Not a great deal. 

BRYERTON—“‘ Get anything ?” 

WitTcHers—“‘ Not in court. I met him after the session, though, and secured 
heavy damages.” 


I sued Mullin the other day.” 





Will you believe me, sir, Mrs. Blower—who has never at- 
tempted to restore it to its pristine beauty, or put it on her head 
—has hung it in the flattened shape she received it from me on 
one of the stag horns that adorn the buffet in our dining room. 
On the tissue paper is written: ‘“ A trophy of Blower’s last stag 
party.” Last indeed! 

We shall see what we shall see, O Jupce! 


OF CIRCUMSTANCES. 
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HEADQUARTERS 
Coldwater Temperance Society. 


RESOLUTIONS. 





Wibereas: Two reputable and 
truth-loving sisters of this Societ 
have deposed and sworn that wit 
their own eyes they beheld the 
Reverend Doctor Howler, a once 
prominent member of this Society, 
coming from out a rum-shop; and 

eas: This society ismuch 
shocked and mortified at such ac- 
tions by one of its leading mem- 
bers, it is 

Resolved: That the aforesaid 
Doctor Howler be expelled from 
this Society in disgrace; and 

solved: That the members of 
this Society refuse to inter- 
course in any manner whatever 
with the above-named Doctor 
Howler. 
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NERVOUSNESS 
FAREWELL! 


QUEEN VICTORIA and all English 
people who regard their good health (and 
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their health and vigor are phenomenal) drink 


Cyvuon Puanrers Teas... ..i....-. 


“Bhud,” ° Tiffin,” or “ Bungaloe.” 





The CONSUMPTION of our Tea in ENGLAND went from nothing in 








1873 to 46,000,000 POUNDS in 1890. 





iS there NOt :a4 
1} pointer here © 
for Americans? 


Send for Tea Primer and Sample. 


Ce tLAN FLANiGRS Tea CO. 


No. 112 FirrrH AVENUE, NEw York. 











A $10.00 BOOK FOR ONLY $1.00! 


How to Build a House. 


This Book will save you hundreds of 
dollars if you are thinking about building 
a house. 


If you are thinking of building a house you ought to buy the 
new book, PALLISER’S AMERICAN ARCHITECTURE, or 
Every Man a Complete Builder, prepared by Palliser, Palliser & 
Co , the well-known Architects. 

There is not « Builder, or anyone intending to build or other- 
wise interested, that can afford to be without it. It is a practical 
work, and the best, cheapest and most popular book ever issued on 
Building. Nearly four hundred drawings. A $10.00 book in size 
and style, but we have determined to make it meet the popular 
demand, to suit the times. : 

It contains 104 pages, 11x14 inches in size, and consists of 
large 9x12 plate pages, giving plans, elevations, perspective views, 
descriptions, owners’ names, actual cost of construction, no 
work, and instructions HOW TO BUILD 70 Cottages, Villas, 
Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable for city suburbs, 
town and country, houses for the farm and workingmen’s homes 
for all sections of the country, and costing from $800 to $6,500; 
also Barns, Stables, School House, Town Hall, Churches and other 
public buildings, together with specifications, form of contract, 
and a large amount of information on the erection of buildings, 
selection of site, employment of Architects. It is worth $10.00 to 
anyone, but we will send it in paper cover by mail, postpaid, on, 
receipt of $1.00; bound in cloth, $2.00. Address all orders to 


JOHN S. OCILVIE, Publisher, 
57 ROSE STREET, New York. 


400 RECITATIONS 
AND READINGS. We will send to any address on receipt of 


35 cents, a handsome book, bound in paper cover, and containing 
400 of the best recitations ever issued. Address, 


JOHN S. OGILVIE, 57 Rose Street, New York. 
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$100.00 IN GOLD! 


Is the value of the new book ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE,” written 
by Jonun Cowan, M. D., toevery thoughtful Man and Woman. It has re- 
ceived the highest testimonials and commendations from leading medical and 
religious critics ; has been endorsed by all the leading philanthropists, and 
recommended by every well-wisher of the human race. 


TO ALL WHO ARE MARRIED, 


Or are a ating marriage, it will give information worth HUNDREDS 
OF DOLLARS, besides conferriug a lasting benefit not only upon them, but 
upon their children. Every thinking man and woman should study this work. 
Any person desiring to know more about the book before purchasing it, may 
send to us for our 16 page descriptive circular, giving full and complete table 
of contents. It will be sent free by mail to any address. The following is 
the table of contents : 


Chapter I.—Marriage and its advantages. Chapter II.—Age at which to 
Marry. Chapter III.—The Law of choice. Chapter IV.—Love Analyzed. 
Chapter V.—Qualities the Man should Avoid in Choosing. Chapter VI.— 
Qualities the Woman should Avoid in Choosing. Chapter VII.—The Anat- 
pene | and Physiology of Generation in Woman. Chapter VIII.—The Anatomy 
and Physiology of Generation in Man. Chapter [X.—Amativeness—Its Use 
and Abuse. Chapter X.—The Prevention of Conception. (hapter XI.—The 
Law of Continence. Chapter XII.—Children—Their Desirability. Chaptes 
XIII —The Law of Gerus. Chapter XIV.—The Conception of a New Life. 
Chapter XV.—The Physiology of Inter-Uterine Growth.—Chapter XVI.— 
Period of Gestative Influence Chapter XVII.—Pregnancy its Signs and 
Duration. Chapter XVIII.—Disorders of Pregnancy. Chapter XIX.—Con- 
finement. Chapter XX.—Management of Mother and Child after Delivery. 
Chapter XXI.—Period of Nursing Influence. Chapter XXII.—Foeticide. 
Chapter XXIII.—Diseases Peculiar to Women. Chapter XXIV.—Diseases 
Peculiar to Men. Chapter XXV — Masturbation. Chapter XXVI.—Sterility 
and Impotence. Chapter XXVII.—Subjects of which More might be Said. 
Chapter XXVIII.—A Happy Married Life—How Secured. 


The book is a handsome 8vo. and contains 400 pages, with 100 illustra- 
tions, and is sold at the following prices: English cloth, gilt side and back, 
$8; Leather, library style, $3.50; Half Morocco, marbled edges, $4. 
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me, I never see sech a hog.” 


SARATOGA. 


I met her on the train from Sara- 
toga. Unfortunately for me, the 
seat next hers was the only one 
vacant. Reluctantly I asked her 
whether the vacant seat had been 
reserved. “No.” Isat down, took 
out my paper and began to read. 
The train was now moving through 
a beautiful country, which had just 
emerged from its winter bath, and, 
in all the freshness of spring,seemed 
to say, ‘How do you like me?” 
Lost in contemplation, now of my 
paper and now of the beautiful 
vernality (patented), I was sudden- 
ly seized by a desire to observe my 
neighbor more closely, and, as I 
was drinking in the various good 
and bad features of her personality, 
she suddenly turned and com- 
menced as follows: “ Well, young 
man, do you think that you'll for- 
get to remember me? Do you? 
Won’t this classical head be for- 
ever woven into the gray matter of 
your cerebellum? I know what 
you are; you are one of those nasty 
bold-faced, impudent cheats, a 


drummer. I know you; I can tell it by the size of your satchel. 


7 i “ Ss; 

: , .-. 
A COMPLAINT 
Bias& MurFEy—“‘ Say, fatty, move over a little, will yer? You're crowdin 





JUDGE’S . ANNUAL. 








A VAGUE IDEA OF DISTANCES. 


AUNT SARAH (as the steamer leaves the pier)—‘‘ Now, ’Manthy, you keep holt 


you've arriv’.” 





MaMMA—*‘ What occupation do you think will be best for 
our dearest boy when he grows up?” 

Papa—‘‘I think with a little more home training he will 
make a good sword-swallower.” 


of the end, an’ I’ll unwind; an’ when you git acrost, give two jerks, so’s I'll know 


taken!” she shrieked; “ Mistaken! 
Hear the monster! Can’t I see the 
size of your satchel and your cheek? 
Can’t—”. Here I interrupted, in a 
voice that knew no quailing, with: 
“Madam, you are entirely mis- 
taken. I regret that I do not be- 
long to the Ancient Order of Com- 
mercial Evangelists, but that is an 
oversight of mine. The cheek has 
been acquired in my line of busi- 
ness‘ by constant association with 
all sorts of people; and the satchel 
I carry because I got it for nothing. 
Know, madam, that I am the Su- 
preme Boss of the Order of United 
Laborers, Past Grand Treasurer of 
the Order of Funny Fellows, Most 
High Priest of the Worthy Order 
of Dudes, G. A. C., C. A. D,, 
F.O. O.L., A.S. S., L. A. M. B., 
etc.” I looked at her. She was 
ashy pale. The enormity of her 
offense had overcome her. She fell 
back in her seat and murmured, 
“Whiskey! rock-and-rye! whiskey!” 
I turned, looked again; imagine my 
surprise when I found she was a 
Salvation Armyist. 


This is a true story. Very many people may feel inclined to 


Don’t tell me I labor under a species of mental aberration, doubt it. However, if the word of the best poet of the world 
or I call the conductor to put you off.” Here she stopped anda few other cities is worth anything—and we should ker- 


for want of breath, and I embraced the opportunity to pacify 
her thusly: “Madam,” said I, “you are mistaken——” “ Mis- 








smile if it were not—you can believe that old proverb, “ Truth 
is mighty, but will lie sometimes.” —s 
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' Sznce organization, it has Paid Policy-Holders over 


$304,000,000. 


The following figures show the growth of the ASSETS of the Mutual Life Insurance Co. of New York 


FROM 1845 TO 1891, 


Reckoning a Period of every Ten Years from 1845. 


Jan. 1, 1886, $108,908,967.51 
114,181,963.24 
118,806,851.88 
126,082,153.56 
136,401 ,328.02 
147,154,961.00 
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- $97,490.34 

- 2,850,077.56 
12,235,407.86 
72,446,9'70.06 
103,876,178.51 
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HE MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY ISSUES EVERY DESIRABLE 
FORM OF POLICY, AND THE RESULTS ATTAINED BY POLICY-HOLDERS 
ARE NOT EQUALED BY THOSE IN ANY OTHER COMPANY. 
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SAFEST, FASTEST AND 


FINEST 


a 


TRAINS IN AMERICA, 


RUN VIA 


BETWEEN 


NEW YORK, PHILADELPHIA, BALTI 


MORE AND WASHINCTON. 


And protected by Pullman's Anti-Telescoping Appliance, including Baggage Cars, Day Coaches, Parlor Cars and Sleepers. 


ALL CARS HEATED BY STEAM. AND LIGHTED BY FINTSCH GAS. 


MAINTAINS A COMPLETE SERVICE OF VESTIBULED EXPRESS TRAINS 


PULLMAN 


BETWEEN 


EQUIPPED WITH 
PALACE SLEEPING CARS 


Running Through Without Change. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICES: 


211 Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 


415 Broadway, New York, 
N.E. Cor. 9th and Chestnut Sts., 
Cor. Baltimore and Calvert Sts., 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Baltimore, Md. 


| 1351 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington, D. C. 
Cor. Wood St. and Fifth Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Corner 4th and Vine Streets, Cincinnati, O. 
193 Clark Street, Chicago, IIl. 


101 North Fourth Street, St. Louis. Mo. 


BALTU MORE, 


jhe J. T. ODELL, General Manager. 


$30.000 


$240.00 





PAYABLE TO ONE'S FAMI WIE OK CHILDREN 


MD. 


CHAS. 0. SCUL L, General Passeiger ‘Acti. 


oer $30,000 


$30,000 








HANDSOME BIRTHDAY PRESENT. 


It will be payable to the Wife, when the Husband no longer can participate in the Birthday Festivities. 


It will be payable to the Children, when you are not present 


to minister to their comforts. 


Why Pay § 100 Per Year for your Life Insurance, when the Same Amount 


of Insurance Can Be Had {(*"* 


= the Strongest Life Insurance 
Companies in the World 


~ 


‘3 


for 





Why leave your family—your Wife 
ESTATE, 
in the shape of Life Insurance, when 
the SAME YEARLY PAYMENT you 


and Children—a § 


It has already paid to the WIDOWS 
and ORPHANS of deceased mem- 
bers, Death Claims amounting to 
nearly 





are now making for the § 

Insurance to the Old System Com- 
panies will Secure for your Estate to 
your Wife and Children double the 


It has over Cash 
Surplus. 

It has saved its Members by Reduc- 
tion of Premiums more than 


It has Insurance in 





amount, or $2 > in the Strong- 
est and Most Successful Life Asso- 
ciation in the World? 


secure your Life Insurance in the 


Therefore 


force. 

It has more than Members 
in the United States, Canada, 
Great Britain and the Contiuental 
Countries. 
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